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ISABELLA:   OR,  THE  MORNING. 

WRITTEN    BY 

SIR      CHARLES      BANBURY     WILLIAMS. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  D —  of  M is  reprefented  as  rifing  from 

breakfaft  with  her  parrot,  monkey,  and  lap-dog. 
—Dicky  D — man  comes  in  with  a  Staffordfhire 
tea-pot  ^  with  which  the  D — fs  is  charmed  : — a 
fimile — She  makes  a  fine  fpeech  upon  the  occa- 
fion,  which  is  broken  off  by  General  C.  Ch — ll's 
coming    in. — His   character. — His  firft    fpeech. — - 

The  D efs  fhews  him  the  tea-pot.— She  tells 

him  of  fire-works  to  be  fold  at  Margas's,  which 
give  him  an  opportunity  of  telling  z  ftory  of  fome 
he  faw  in  Flanders.  It  appears  from  the  very  be- 
ginning of  the  ftory  that  it  could  have  no  end. — 
It  is  broken  off  by  the  entrance  of  Charles  St — pe. 
— A  fimile  on  his  coming  in.  His  character  as  a 
companion. — He    gives   an   account   of  a   Polypus. 

The   D efs  longs  for  a  Polypus.     Both    the 

Charles's  fall  fait  afleep,  on  each  fide  of  the  D—fs. 

Con- 


[2] 

Contrail  between   Sufanna  and  the  two   elders. — 

The  whole  company  roufed  by  Lord  L l's 

.coming  into  the  room. — His  character. — He  talks  of 

the  opera,  ofCh Id  and  Fanny*. — Lady  Fanny's 

looks  owing  to  love. — The  General  begins  the 
ftory  of  Mifs  How. — The  company's  difmay  def- 
cribed  at  the  General's  beginning  the  ftory. — The 

(  clock  ftrikes  three. — The  D (s  rings  to  drefs. 

—The  company  rifes. — The  departure  of  the  com- 
pany defcribed. 

ISABELLA:  OR,  THE  MORNING. 

In  various  talk  th'  inftru&ive  hours  they  paft.     Milton. 

*Tp  H  E  monkey,  lap-dog,  parrot,  and  her  Grace, 

*     Had  each  retir'd  from  breakfaft  to  their  place, 
When,    hark,    a   knock !    "  See  Betty,    fee,    who's 

there  :" 
"  'Tis  Mr.  B — n,  Ma'am,  in  his  new  chair : 
"  Dicky's  new  chair  !  the  charming'ft  thing  in  town* 
M  Whofe    poles    are    lacker'd,    and    whofe   lining's 

"brown!" 
But  fee  ;  he  enters  with  his  fhufPling  gait ; 
"  Lord,  fays  her  grace,  how  could  you  be  fo  Iate?: 
w  I'm  forry,  Madam,  I  have  made  you  wait, 
Bateman  reply'd,  "  I  only  ftaid  to  bring 
e<  The  neweft,  charming'ft,  mod  delightful  thing  ! 
**  Oh  !  tell  me,  what's  the  curiofity  ! 
u  Oh  !  fhew  it  me  this  inftant,  or  I  die  !" 

*  Lady  F.  Sk .y. 

T° 
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To  pleafe  the  noble  dame,  the  courtly  'Squire 
Produc'd  a  tea-pot  made  in  Stafford ib. ire: 

With  eager  eyes  the  longing  D fs  flood, 

And  o'er  and  o'er  the  (Lining  bauble  view'd: 

Such  were  the  joys  touch'd  young  Atrides'  breaft, 

Such  all  the  Grecian  holt  at  once  expreft, 

When,  from  beneath  his  robe — to  all  their  view, 

Laertes'  Ton,  the  famed  Palladium  drew. 

So  Venus  look'dT  and  with  fuch  longing  eyes, 

When  Paris  firft  produc'd  the  golden  prize. 

"  Such  work  as  this,  {he  cries,  can  England  do ! 

It  equals  Drefden,  and  excells  St.  Cloud  : 

All  modern  China  now  (hail  hide  its  head, 

And  ev'n  Chantilly  muft  give  o'er  the  trade : 

For  lace  let  Flanders  bear  away  the  bell, 

In  fjnefl  linen  let  the  Dutch  excell ; 

For  prettied  ituffs  let  Ireland  firft  be  nam'd, 

And  for  heft  fancy 'd  fiiks  let  France  be  fam'd  : 

Do  thcu,  thrice  happy  England  !   flill  prepare 

This  clay,  and  build  thy  fame  on  earthen-ware." 

Much  (he'd  have  faid,  but  that  again  fhe  heard 
The  knocker — and  the  General  appear'd. 

The  Gen'ral !  one  of  thofe  brave  old  commanders, 
Who  ferv'd  through  all  the  glorious  wars  in  Flanders ; 
Frank  and  good-natur'd,  of  an  honeft  heart, 
Loving  to  act  the  fleady  friendly  part : 
None  led  through  youth  a  gayer  life  than  he, 
Chearfui  in  converfe,  fmart  in  repartee. 
Sweet  was  his  night,  and  joyful  was  his  day, 
He  dm'd  with  Walpole,  and  with  Oldneld  lay; 
Bat  with  old  age  its  vices  came  along, 
And  in  narration  he's  extremely  long  ;  Exact 
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Exact  in  circumftance,  and  nice  in  dates, 

He  each  minute  particular  relates. 

If  you  name  one  of  Malbro's  ten  campaigns, 

He  tells  you  its  whole  hift'ry  for  your  pains ; 

And  Blenheim's  field  becomes  by  his  reciting, 

As  long  in  telling  as  it  was  in  fighting : 

His  old  defire  to  pleafe  is  frill  exprefs'd  ; 

His  hat's  well  cock'd,  his  perriwig's  well  drefs'd ; 

He  rolls  his  {lockings  frill,  white  gloves  he  wears, 

And  in  the  boxes  with  the  beaux  appears ; 

His  eyes  thro'  wrinkled  corners  caft  their  rays ; 

Still  he  looks  chearful,  ftill  foft  things  he  fays  : 

And  flill  rememb'ring  that  he  once  was  young, 

He  drains  his  crippled  knees,  and  ftruts  along. 

The  room  he  enter'd  fm'i 'ling-,  which  befpoke 

Some  worn-out  compliment,  or  thread-bare  joke, 

(For  not  perceiving  lofs  of  parts,  he  yet 

Grafps  at  the  (hade  of  his  departed  wit. ) 

"  How  does  your  Grace  ?  I  hope  I  fee  you  well : 

What  a  prodigious  deal  -of  rain  has  fell ! 

Will  the  fun  never  let  us  fee  his  faceJ 

But  who  can  want  a  fun  that  fees  your  Grace  ?" 

I'm  your  fervant,  Sir — but  fee  what  I  have  got  \ 

Fn't  a  prodigious,  charming  pot? 

And  a'n't  you  vaftly  glad  we  make  them  here, 

For  Dicky  got  it  out  of  Staffordshire. 

See  how  the  charming  vine  twines  all  about  I 

Lord  !  what  a  handle  !  Jefus  !  what  a  fpout ! 

And  that  old  Pagod,  and  that  charming  child  ! 

If  Lady  T nd  faw  them,  (he'd  be  wild  !" 

To  this  the  Gen'ral  anfwer'd,  c;  Who  would  not  ? 
Lord  !  where  cou'd  Mr.  Bateman  find  this  pot  ? 

Dear 


] 
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Dear  Dicky,  cou'dn't  you  get  one  for  me? 

I  want  iome  ufeful  china  mightily  5 

Two  jars,  two  beakers,  and  a  pot  pour rie" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Churchill,  where  d'ye  think  IVe  been  ? 
At  Margus's,  and  there  fuch  Fireworks  feen, 
So  very  pretty,  charming,  odd  and  new  ; 
And,  I  au'ure  you,  they  are  right  India  too  ! 
I've  bought  them  all,  there's  not  one  left  in  town  %. 
And,  if  you  was  to  fee  them,  you  wou'd  own 
You  never  faw  fuch  fire-works  any  where." 
— Oh,  madam,  I  mull  beg  your  pardon  there, 
TheGcn'ral  cry'd,  *'  for  'twas  in  the  year  Ten; 
No,  let  me  recollect,  it  was  not  then  \ 
'Twas  then  year  Eighty  I  think,  for  then  we  lay 
Encamp'd  with  all  the  army  near  Cambray 
Yes,  yes,  I'm  fure  I'm  right,  by  one  event, 
We  fupp'd  together  in  Cadogan's  tent; 
Meredith,  Lamly,   Palmer,  and  poor  Geo.  Grove^ 
And  merrily  the  bumpers  round  we  drove  ; 
To  Malbro's  health  we  drank  confounded  hard  j 
For  he'd  juft  beat  the  French  at'Oudenard  : 
And  Lord  Cadogan  then  had  got  by  chance, 
The  heft  champagne  that  ever  came  from  France, 
And  'twas  no  wonder  that  it  was  fo  good, 
For  fome  dragoons  had  feiz'd  it  on  the  road  ; 
And  they  were  told  from  thofe  they  took  it  from, 
It  was  defign'd  a  prefent  for  Vendofme. 
go  we" — But  fee  another  Charles's  face 
Cut  fhort  the  Gen'ral,  and  relieves  her  Grace. 
So,  when  one  crop-fick  parfon,  in  a  doze, 
L  reading  morr.ing-fervice  through  his  nofe, 

Another 
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Another  in  the  pulpit  ftrait  appear?, 
Claiming  the  tir'd-out  congregations  ear?, 
And  with  a  duller  fermon  ends  their  pray'rs, 
For  this  old  Charles  is  full  as  dull  as  t'other, 
Bavius  to  Moevius  was  not  more  a  brother ; 
From  two  defects  this  talk  no  joy  affords, 
From  want  of  matter,  and  from  want  of  words. 
"  I  hope,  fays  he,  ycur  Grace  is  well  to-day, 
And  caught  no  cold  by  vent'ring  to  the  play." 
u  Oh,  Sir,  I'sn  mighty  well — wont  you  fit  down? 
Pray,  Mr.  S — ,  what's  the  news  in  town  ?" 

"  Madam,  I  know  of  none;  but  I'm  ju.fl  come 
From  feeing  a  curiofity  at  home  : 
'Twas  fent  to  Martin  Folkes,  as  being  rare, 
And  he  and  Defaguliers  brought  it  there: 
It's  call'd  a  Polypus."---*'  What's  thatr"--"  A  creature 
The  wonderful'ft  of  all  the  works  of  nature  : 
Hither  it  came  from  Holland,  where  'twas  caught, 
(I  fhould  not  fay  it  came,  for  it  was  brought) 
To-morrow  we're  to  have  it  at  Crane-court, 
And  'tis  a  reptile  of  lb  ftrange  a  fort, 
That  if  'tis  cut  in  two,  it  is  not  dead  ; 
Its  head  fhoots  out  a  tail,  its  tail  a  head  ; 
Take  out  its  middle,  and  obferve  its  ends, 
Here  a  head  rifes,  there  a  tail  defcends  j 
Or  cut  off  any  part  that  you  defire, 
That  part  extends  and  mak.es  itfelf  entire: 
But  what  it  feeds  on  ftill  remains  a  doubt, 
Or  how  it  generates,  is  not  found  out; 
But  at  our  board,  to-morrow,  'twill  appear, 
And  then  'twill  be  confcder'd  and  made  clear, 
For  all  the  learned  body  will  be  there." 

"  Lord 
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<c  Lord !   I  mult  fee  it,  or  I  am  undone, 
The  D — s  cry'd,  pray  can't  you  get  me  one  5 
I  never  heard  of  fuch  a  thing  before, 
I  long  to  cut  it,  and  make  fifty  more ; 
I'd  have  a  cage  made  up  in  tafte  for  mine, 
And,  #Dicky,  you  (hall  give. me  a  defign." 

But  here  the  General  to  a  yawn  gave  way  "j 

And  St pe  hati  not  one  more  word  to  fay,  > 

So  ftretch'd  on  eaiy  cii&hs  i'a  apathy  they  lay  ;  J 

And  on  each  fide  the  goddefs  they  ador'd 
One  Charles  fat  fpeec.hlefs,  and  the  other  fnor'd. 
When  challe  Sulannah's  all  fubduing  charms 
Made  two  old  lovers  languifh  for  her  arms, 
Soon  as  her  eyes  had  thaw'd  the  froit  of  age, 
Their  pailions  mounted  into  luftful  rage; 
With  brutal  violence  they  aitack'd  their  prey, 
And  aimed  bore  the  wiih'd  for  prize  away. 

Hail,  happy  D—s!   'twixt  two  elders  plac'd, 
Whole  pailions  brutal  lull  has  ne'er  difgrac'd  j 
No  warm  exprelizons  make  your  bluihes  rife, 
No  ravihYd  kiis  fhoots  light'ning  from  your  eyes : 
Le^t  them  but  vifit  }ou,  they  afk  no  more, 
Guiltlefs  they'll  gaz,e,  and  innocent  adore. 

But  hark  !  a  louder  knock  than, all  before, 

j^oid  !   fays  her  Orace,  they'll  thunder  down  my 
dooiV' 
Into  the  room  fee  fweaiing  L — 1  break, 

(  1  he  D s  ri  fes,  and  the  el-Jers  wake  :) 

L — 1, — the  oddeft  character  in  town  ; 

A  lover,  Itatefman,  connoiiieur,  burFcon: 

,Lxtract  bim  well,   ihis  is  his  cjuuneiTcnce, 

Much  fully,  but  more  cunning,  and  fome  fenfe  j       To 
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To  neither  party  in  his  heart  inclin'd, 

He  fteer'd  through  both,  with  politics  refin'd  ; 

Voted  with  Walpole,  and  with  Pultney  din'd. 

His  Lordfhip  makes  a  bow,  and  takes  his  feat, 
Then  opens  with  preliminary  chat ; 
"  I'm  glad  to  fee  your  Grace — the  Gen'ral  too— 
««  Old  Charles,  how  is  it?  Dicky!  how  d'ye  do? 
*«  Madam,  I  hear  that  you  was  at  the  play, 
*'  You  did  not  fay  one  word  on't  yefterday ; 
**  I  went,  who'd  no  engagement,  any  (hare, 
*c  To  th'  opera." — Were  there  many  people  there  ? 
TheDuchefs  cry'd: — "  Yes,  madam,  a  great  many, 
Says  Lovel" — "  There  was  Ch — ^-d  and  Fanny. 
In  that  eternal  whifper,  which  begun 
Ten  years  ago,  and  never  will  be  done  ; 
For  tho'  you  know  he  fees  her  ev'ry  day, 
Still  he  has  ever  fomething  new  to  fay ; 
There's  nothing  upon  earth  fo  hard  to  me, 
As  keeping  up  difcourfe  eternally  5 
He  never  lets  the  converfation  fall, 
And  I'm  fure  Fanny  can't  keep  up  the  ball; 
I  faw  that  her  replies  were  never  long, 
And  with  her  eyes,  fhe  anfwer'd  for  her  tongue. 
Poor  i  !  am  forc'd  to  keep  my  diftance  now, 
She  won't  ev'n  curt'fy  if  I  make  a  bow." 

"  Why  things  are  ftrangely  chang'd,  the  Gen'ral 
cry'd  ; 
Ay,  fortune  de  la  guerre"  my  Lord  reply'd  : 
*'  But  you  and  I,  Charles,  hardly  find  things  fo, 
As  we  both  did  forne  twenty  years  ago." 
*'  And  take  off  twenty  years,  reply'd  her  Grace, 
'Twould  do  no  harm  to  Lady  Fanny's  face ; 

My 
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My  Lord,  you  never  fee  her  but  at  night, 
By  th'  advantageous  help  of  candle-light : 
Dreft  out  with  every  aid  that  is  adorning, 
Oh,  if  your  Lordfhip  faw  her  in  a  morning  ! 
It  is  no  more  that  Fanny  once  fo  fair; 
No  rofes  bloom,  no  liliies  fiourifh  there : 
But  hollow  eyes,  and  pale  and  faded  cheek, 
Repentance,  love  and  difappointment  fpeak." 

The  General  found  a  lucky  minute  now 
To  fpeak — « 'Ah,  ma'am,  you  did  not  knowMifs  How." 
I'll  tell  you  all  her  hiftory,  he  cry'd — 

At  this  Charles  S e,  gap'd  extremely  wide ; 

Poor  Dicky  fat  on  thorns  ;  her  Grace  turn'd  pale, 

And  L 1  trembled  at  th'  impending  tale. 

"  Poor  girl !  faith  (he  was  once  extremely  fair, 

'Till  worn  by  love,  and  tortur'd  by  defpair : 

Her  pining  cheek  betray:d  her  inward  fmart ; 

Her  breaking  looks  foretold  her  breaking  heart. 

At  Leicefter-houfe  her  paifion  fir  ft  began 

And  Nanty  L — er  was  a  pretty  man; 

But  when  the  P — efs  did  to  K —  remove, 

She  could  not  bear  the  abfence  of  her  love; 

Away  fhe  flew." — But  here  the  clock  ftruck  three  ; 

So  did  fome  pitying  deity  decree  ; 

The  D — efs  rings  to  drefs — and  fee  her  maid 

With  all  the  apparatus  for  her  head, 

Th'  adorning  circle  can  no  longer  itav, 

Each  rifes,  bows,  and  %ots  his  different  way, 

To  antient  Boothby's  ancient  C — ill's  flown; 

Home  to  his  dinner  S — pe  goes  alone  : 

Dicky  to  faft  with  her,  her  Grace  invites, 

And  L — 1*5  coachman  drives  unbid  to  White's.       A  N 
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AN      EPIGRAM 

ON    A     CERTAIN    LADy's    COMING    INTO    THE     ROOM   AT 
BATH,    WITH    A   DIAMOND   CRESCENT  IN   HER    HAIR. 

EY      MR.      POTTER. 

/^Hafte  Dian's  crefcent  on  her  front  difplay'd, 
Behold  !  the  wife  proclaims  herfelf  a  maid  ! 
Come,  fierce  Taillard,  or  fiercer  Julius  come; 
On  this  fair  fubject  urge  the  conted  home, 
Pluck  honour  from  this  emblematic  moon, 
And  foive  the  point  which  puzzles  W — n  : 
This  radiant  emblem  you  may  then  tranfpofe, 
And  give  the  horned  crefcent  to  the  fpoufe, 

WRITTEN    UNDER 

THE  PICTURE  OF  DR.  HAYTER, 
BlzHOB  OF  NORWICH, 

SOON     AFTER    HE    WAS    DISMISSED    FROM    HIS     POST    OF 
GOVERNOR  TO   THE   PRINCE   OF   WaLES    IN    1 752. 

"KT  OT  gentler  virtues  glow'd  in  Cambray's  breaft, 

Not  more  his  young  Ttlemachus  was  blefs'dj 
'Till  envy,  faction,  and  ambitious  rage 
Drove  from  a  guilty  court  the  pious  fage. 
B-ick  to  his  flock  with  tranfport  he  withdrew, 
And  but  que  figh,  an  honeft  one  he  knew  ! 
(J  guard  r;y  royal  pupil,  heav'n  !    he  faidj 
Let  not  his  youth  be,  like  my  age,  betray'd  ! 
]  would  have  ftirni'd  his  footfteps  in  thy  way — 
But  "  vice  prevails;  and  impious  men  bear  f.vay." 

A 
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A      S    I    M    I    L    E. 

COR  INN  A,  in  the  country  bred, 
Harbour'd  ftrange  notions  in  her  head, 
Notions  in  town  quite  out  of  fafhion  : 
Such  as,  that  love's  a  dang'rous  paflion  ; 
That  virtue  is  the  maiden's  jewel ; 
And,  to  be  fafe,  (he  muft  be  cruel. 

Thus  arm'd,  fhe'ad  longfecur'd  her  honour 
From  all  aiTaults  yet  made  upon  her, 
Had  fcratch'd  th'  impetuous  captain's  hand; 
Had  torn  the  lawyer's  gown  and  band  ; 
And  gold  refus'd  from  knights  and  fquires 
To  bribe  her  to  her  own  defires : 
For,  to  fay  truth,  fhe  thought  it  hard 
To  be  of  pleafures  thus  debarr'd, 
She  faw  by  others  freely-tafted  ; 
So  pouted,  pin'd,  grew  pale,  and  wafted  : 
Yet,  notvvithftanding  her  condition, 
Continued  firm  in  oppofiticn. 

At  length  a  troop  of  horfe  came  down, 
And  quarter'd  in  a  neighb'ring  town. 
The  cornet  he  was  tall  and  young, 
And  had  a  mod  bewitching  tongue. 
They  faw  and  lik'd.     The  fiege  begun, 
Each  hour  he  fome  advantage  won. 
He  ogled  firft  ; — (he  tum'd  away  ; — 
But  met  his  eyes  the  following  day. 
Then  her  reluctant  hand  he  feizes : 
That  foon  fhe  gives  him,  when  he  pleafes. 
Her  ruby  lips  he  next  attacks : — 
She  ftru<r2;les  • — in  a  while  fhefmacks. 

B  Her 
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Her  fnowy  breafts  he  then  invades : 
That  yields  too  after  fome  parades ; 
And  of  that  fortrefs  once  pofTeft, 
He  quickly  mailers  all  the  reft. 
No  longer  now  a  dupe  to  fame, 
She  fmothers  or  refifts  her  flame, 
But  loves  without  or  fear  or  (hame. 

So  have  I  feen  the  Tory  race, 
Long  in  the  pouts  for  want  of  place, 
Never  in  humour,  never  well, 
Wifhing  for  what  they  dar'd  not  tell, 
Their  heads  with  country-notions  fraught, 
Notions  in  town  not  worth  a  groat, 
Thefe  tenets  all  reluctant  quit, 
And  flep  by  ftep  at  laft  fubmit, 
To  reafon,  eloquence,  and  Pitt. 

At  flrft  to  Hanover  a  plum 
Was  fent. — They  faid — A  trivial  fum9 
But  if  he  went  one  tittle  further, 
They  vowd  andfwore,  theyd  cry  out  Murder, 
Ere  long  a  larger  fum  is  wanted, 
They  pifh'd  and  frown'd, — but  frill  they  granted. 
He  pulh'd  for  more,  and  more  again — 
Well,  money  s  better  fe fit,  than  men. 
Here  virtue  made  another  ftand — 
]S[0 — mt  a  man  Jhall  leave  the  land. 
"  What  ? — not  one  regiment  to  Embden  ?" 
They  ftart,  but  now  they're  fairly  hemm'd  in. 
Thefe  foon,  and  many  more  are  fent. — 
They're  filent — Silence  gives  confent. 
Our  troops  they  now  can  plainly  fee, 
May  Britain  guard  in  Germany  : 

Hanoverians, 
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Hanoverians,  Heffians,  Prufnans, 

Are  paid  to  oppofe  the  French  and  Rufu2ns 

Nor  fcruple  they  with  truth  to  fay, 

They're  fighting  for  America. 

No  more  they  make  a  fiddle-faddle 

About  an  Heflian  horfe  or  faddle  •> 

No  more  of  Continental  meafures, 

No  more  of  wafting  Britifh  treafures  ; 

Ten  millions,  and  a  vote  of  credit — 

'Tis  right — he  can't  be  wrong,  who  did  it : 

They're  fairly  fous'd  o'er  head  and  ears, 

And  cur'd  of  all  their  ruftic  fears. 


DOLL    C  O  M  M  O  N. 

A       FRAGMENT. 
IN    ANSWER    TO    THE    FOREGOING. 

vF  ^F  w  TjF  ijF  W  w  W  "3P 

So,  loft  to  fenfe  of  fhame  and  duty, 

Doll,  came  to  town,  to  fell  her  beauty : 

Cselia,  her  friend,  with  heart-felt  pain, 

Had  preach'd  up  virtue's  lore  in  vain  : 

In  vain  (he  tried  each  winning  art; 

For  Doll  had  lewdnefs  in  her  heart. 

Thus  bent  to  be  a  fordid  whore, 

She  knock'd  at  Proftitution's  door, 

*  *    arofe,  and  let  her  in, 

And  ftroak'd  her  cheek,  and  chuck'd  her  chin  ; 

B  2  .  While 


[  14] 

While  far  from  whimpers,  fobs,  or  weeping, 
Doll  curt'fied,  and  was  ibon  in  keeping : 
Now  in  Hyde  Park  (he  flaunts  by  day, 
At  night  fhe  flutters  at  the  play. 
This  keeper,  and  a  fecond  died ; 
Now  Doll  is  humbled  in  her  pride. 
At  length  {he  comes  upon  the  town  ; 
Firll:  palms  a  guinea,  then  a  crown  ; 
Nay>  Slander  fays,  that  underhand, 
The  forlorn  wretch  would  walk  the  Strand  ; 
*Till  grown  the  fcorn  of  man  and  woman, 
A  pot  of  beer  would  buy  Doll  Common. 

Mean  time,  deep  fmit  with  honefl  flame, 
Cselia  efpous'd  a  youth  of  fame  ; 
From  the  chafte  bed  fair  iffue  fprung  ; 
With  peals  of  joy  the  country  rung. 
Again  the  matron  pregnant  grown, 
Now  baftens  to  lie  in,  in  town. 
There  near  the  Park,  Doll  Common  found  her3 
(Her  little  family  around  her) 
Then  Doll  began — fo  modeft  mifs  ! 
Is  all  your  prud'ry  come  to  this  ? 
Why,  by  your  apron's  round,  I  fee, 
You're  e'en  a  ftrumpet  rank,  like  me  : 
*c  Quite  cur  d  of  all  your  rujlick  fears ', 
**  And  fairly  fous  d  o'er  head  and  ears'* 
Coy  fimp'ring  maids,  I  find  can  fin  : 
For  fhame,  your  belly's  at  your  chin  : 
In  fpite  of  all  your  virt'ous  lore, 
You're  now  become  an  arrant  whore. 


Fair 


Fair  Caelia's  cheek  a  blufh  o'erfpread  ; 
And  thus  with  calm  difdain  (he  faid  : 
That  love  pofTelTes  me,  'tis  true ; 
Yet,  heav'n  be  prais'd  !   I  am  not  you  : 
"  My  head's  with  country  notions  fraught, 
*c  Notions  to  you  not  worth  a  groat" 
Aided  by  ev'ry  virt'ous  art, 
A  gen'rous  youth  has  won  my  heart. 
Yet  never  did  I  yield  my  charms, 
'Till  honour  led  me  to  his  arms. 
My  charms  I  never  bafely  fold ; 
I  am  no  proftitute  for  gold  ; 
On  my  own  rents  I  liv'd  before, 
Nor  has  my  William  added  more. 
Wealth  is  our  fcorn  ;  our  humble  labours 
Aim  but  toferve,  or  fave  our  neighbours. 
See — Heav'n  has  bleft  our  chafle  embrace; 
Behold  this  little  fmiling  race, 
The  offspring  of  an  honefl  bed  ;— 
Here,  Senegal,  hold  up  your  head  : 
This  tawny  boy  his  parents  boaft, 
Shall  bring  us  gold  from  Afric's  coafr. : 
And  mark  thefe  twins  of  Indian  mien, 
This  Louifbourg,  and  that  Du  Quefne  : 
Their  bold  and  honefl:  looks  prefage 
They'll  be  our  comfort  in  old  age. 
And  if  the  babe  that  fvvells  my  womb, 
To  a  propitious  birth  fhall  come, 
O'erjoy'd  I'll  blefs  the  happy  day, 
And  call  our  child  America. 


B  2  Thus 
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Thus  Caelia  fpake  with  modeft  graces 
Bat  rage  deform'd  the  harlot's  face : 
Her  f? rey  eyes  began  to  roll, 
A  has:  in  look,  a  fiend  in  foul : 
And  now  fhe  vomics  forth  the  din 
Of  oyfter- wenches  drunk  with  gin. 
Nay,  rumour  fcruples  not  to  tell  ye, 
The  ftrumpet  kick'd  the  matron's  belly, 
Of  the  fair  coming  birth  afraid  ; 
For  black  abortion  was  her  trade* 


CORINNA    VINDICATED. 

CO R I N  N  A,  virtue's  child,  and  chafte 
As  Veftal  maid  of  yore, 
Nor  fought  the  nuptial  rites  in  hafte, 
Nor  yet  thofe  rites  forfwore. 

Her,  many  a  worthlefs  knight,  to  wed, 

Purfued  in  various  fhapes  ; 
But  fhe,  tho'  chufing  not  to  lead, 

Would  not  be  led  by — Apes, 

Royfters  they  were,  and  each  a  mere 

Penelope's  gallant  ; 
They  eat  and  drank  up  all  her  chear, 

And  lov'd  her  into  want. 


See 
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See  her  by  W firft  addrefs'd, 

(But  W caught  a  Tartar) 

Him  while  an  ill-earn'd  ribband  grac'd, 
She  wore  a  nobler  garter. 

A  pair  of  brothers  next  advance, 

Alike  for  bufinefs  fit : 
The  filly  'gan  to  kick  and  prance, 

And  fpurn  the  P bit. 

But  who  comes  next  ?  O  well  I  ken        » 

Him  playing  faft  and  loofe ; 
Ceafe,  F ,  the  prey  will  ne'er  be  thine, 

Corinna's  not  a  goofe. 

See,  laft  the  man  by  heav'n  defign'd, 

To  make  Corinna  blefs'd ; 
To  ev'ry  virtuous  act  inclin'd, 

All  patriot  in  his  breaft. 

He  woo'd  the  Fair  with  manly  fenfe, 

And,  flattery  apart, 
By  dint  of  fterling  eloquence 

Subdued  Corinna's  heart. 

She  gave  her  hand — but,  left  her  hand, 
So  giv'n,  mould  prove  a  curfe, 

The  prie/i  omitted,  by  command, 
For  better  and  for  worfe. 


B  4  SOME 
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SOME    STANZAS. 

ADDRESSED    TO    NO     MINISTER    NOR    GREAT    MAN. 

W1  T  H  a]1  thy  lIt]es' a11  thy  large  efbte' 

And  all  the  favours  which  a  King  can  grant. 
Something  is  wanting  flill  to  make  thee  great, 
And  ftill  that  fome thing  thou  wilt  ever  want. 

For  it  is  greatnefs,  at  a  fumptuous  board 
To  feail  a  county,  and  to  hear  thy  name 

MVIid  noify  revels  riotoufly  roar'd, 

When  longer  than  the  banquet,  lafts  not  fame  ? 

Or  is  it  greatnefs  in  the  pomp  of  pow 'r 
Each  morn  a  crov/d  obfequious  to  collect, 

Pieas'd  to  accept  th'  obeifance  of  an  hour, 
When  with  the  levee  endeth  all  refpecl  ? 

He  who  is  great  fome  nobler  purpofe  fhews  : 
Nor  feafts  nor  levees  his  attention  claim  : 

That  which  is  fit  and  right  he  firft  purfues, 
And  after  finds  it  jufiify'd  by  fame. 

What  tho'  a  fawning  academick  train, 

O  (hame  to  learning  !  on  thy  foot  fie  ps  wait  3 

Tho'  flattering  mufes  in  a  courtly  drain 
Salute  thee  pillar  of  the  Britifh  date; 

Yet  in  fair  hidory's  impartial  page, 

Penn'd  nor  in  flatt 'ring  nor  inve&rve  drain, 

Truth  will  report  thee  to  the  future  age 

No  ftatefman,  but  a  courtier  light  and  vain. 

F01 
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Fcr  hath  thy  civil  prudence  well  upheld 

The  (late,  'gainft.  foreign  or  domeftic  foe  ? 
Was  fierce  rebellion  by  thy  counfels  quell'd  ? 

By  thee  averted  Gallia's  threat'ned  blow  5 

Where  was  thy  forefight,  when  the  Gaul  prepar'd 
To  feize  the  provinces  of  Albion's  realm  ? 

That  foul  difgrace  with  thee  tho'  others  fhar'd, 
Yet  feiz'd  they  were  when  thou  wert  at  the  helm. 

And  tho'  once  more  Eritannia  lifts  her  head, 
By  pow'rful  nations  fees  herfelf  rever'd, 

And  hails  her  valiant  fons  by  glory  led 

T'afTault  that  realm  whence  late  aflault  fhe  fear'd  ; 

Yet  from  their  deeds  no  honour  thou  can'ft  gain, 
Tho'  victory's  laurels  ihould  their  brows  intwine : 

For  when  diaff.  thou  their  arduous  toils  maintain  ? 
Or  of  their  bold  exploits  which  plan  was  thine? 

Did'ft  thou  fecure  the  harvefcof  the  land 

•Amid  invafion's  threat  and  war's  alarm? 
When  martial  weapons  nlS'd  the  reaper's  hand, 
Was  it  thy  voice  exhorted  him  to  arm  ? 

Have  neets  and  armies  by  thy  orders  mov'd 
To  diilant  lands  and  cceans  far  remote? 

And  when  fuccefs  thofe  orders  hath  approv'd, 
Do  crowds  thy  wifdom  and  thy  fpirit  note? 

Yet  in  the  triumph  thou  adum'fr.  a  fhare, 
Builiing,  important,  full  of  giddy  zeal  -y 

And  vainly  fit' ft  with  miniflerial  air, 
A  fly  of  {late  on  glory's  chariot- wheel. 

S  T  A  N. 
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STANZAS 

ADDRESSED   TO    A  GREAT  MINISTER  AND  GREAT   MAN. 

WITH  titles,  honours,  and  a  large  eftate, 
And  all  a  favour'd  fubjeft  can  pofTefs, 
Can  ought  be  wanting  ftill  to  make  thee  great, 
Or  can  envenom'd  flander  make  thee  lefs  ? 

For  fure  'tis  greatnefs,  nobly  to  difdain 

The  high  rewards  that  wait  the  ftatefman's  toils, 

And  rather,  with  unfparing  hand,  to  drain 

Thy  private  wealth,  than  mare  the  public  fpoils. 

And  fure  'tis  greatnefs,  to  the  mufe's  choir 
Thy  fofVring  care  and  bounty  to  extend, 

With  royal  fmiles  her  grateful  train  to  fire, 
And  Attic  grace  with  Spartan  morals  blend. 

Who,  fuch  a  length  of  years,  'midft  party  rage 
And  veering  patriots,  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 

In  place,  in  pow'r,  has  mown,  from  youth  to  age, 
True  to  his  king  and  to  his  country's  caufe  ? 

On  whofe  firm  credit,  ere  the  terms  were  known, 
Have  Britain's  wealthy  fons  fo  oft  rely'd, 

In  whom  fuch  boundlefs  confidence  been  fhewn, 
Or  on  whofe  word  fuch  millions  been  fupply'd  ? 

Hence  to  thy  toils  each  diftant  nation  pays   ■ 
That  juft  regard  which  envy  here  denies; 

Hence,  future  annals  fhall  record  thy  praife, 
And  lafting  trophies  to  thy  honour  rife. 

°  Who, 
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Who,  when  of  old  the  public  torrent  ran, 

With  boift'rous  rage,  polluted  from  its  fource, 

In  early  life,  with  care  and  coft  began 

To  check,  to  turn,  and  regulate  its  courfe  ? 

Who,  unreproach'd,  has  fince  for  half  an  age, 
In  freedom's  caufe  fuch  ftedfair.  zeal  approved  ? 

Who  cou'd  th'efteem  of  Sire  and  Son  engage, 
By  each  entruited ;  and  by  each  belov'd  ? 

And  tho'  detraction  now  the fe  wreaths  would  tear, 
And   break  thcfe  bands  whence  all  our  triumphs 
flow, 

Who  plac'd  our  Tully  in  the  conful's  chair  ? 
To  whofe  advice  this  fbtcfman  do  we  owe  ? 

Say,  when  Hortenfius  in  the  fenate  rofe, 

Who  on  his  rival  fix'd  his  fov 'reign's  choice  ? 

That  well-weigh'd  choice,  deplor'd  by  Britain's  foes, 
And  prais'd  with  tranfport  by  the  public  voice  ! 

Still  may  the  world,  dijlivgiujh *d pair •,  behold 
What  blils  your  country  to  this  union  owes  ! 

Still  to  the  winds  her  conqu'ring  flags  unfold, 
And  pour  her  ftrength  collected  on  her  foes ! 

And  ch  !  in  glorious  radiance  tho'  the  flies 
Of  envy  float,  on  brifk  but  tranfient  win?, 

Their  harmlefs  rage  regard  with  fcornful  eyes, 
Nor  heed  their  buzz, — you  cannot  fear  their  fling. 

THE 
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THE   BEAVERS.    A   FABLE. 

WRITTEN    IN  I759. 
SIC    VOS    NON    VOBIS. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  how  long  ago 
Perhaps  chronologifls  may  know, 
On  a  wide  lake,  far  north  and  coid, 
A  race  of  beavers  had  their  hold  ; 
Their  ifland  cabbins  duly  ftor'd, 
And  feailed  at  a  plenteous  board. 
Toinduflry  and  labour  bred, 
Mean-while  they  toil'd,  as  well  as  fed; 
Nor  waited  their  decreafing  (lore 
To  fail,  are  provident  of  more. 
Continual  plenty,  hence,  by  flealth, 
Grew  up  to  luxury  and  wealth  : 
When  now,  alas !  in  evil  hour, 
To  wealth  fucceeds  the  third  of  power. 
No  longer  fatisned  to  reign 
Sole  mailers  of  the  wat'ry  main, 
To  fee  the  trembling  otter  fly, 
Hereditary  enemy  ! 

Condemn'd,  tho'  flarving  on  the  fhore, 
To  trefpafs  on  the  lake  no  mere  : 
Contented  not  that  nature  gave 
The  fpoils  and  triumphs  of  the  wave  ; 
But,  vainly  fond  to  (hew  their  might, 
Or  turnout  champions  for  the  right, 
They  interfere  in  all  difputes 
Between  the  continental  brutes, 


And 
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And,  parties  in  their  feuds  to  make, 

Their  ifland  tenements  forfake ; 

Tranfporting  madly  brutes  and  ftores, 

Blind  war  towage  on  foreign  (hores, 

And  fave  from  otters,  bears,  or  cats, 

Land-beavers  vile  or  worthlefs  rats. 

Mean-while,  at  home,  in  various  ways 

Their  wealth's  confum'd,  their  ftrength  decays  3 

Recruits  and  payment  of  allies 

Demand  exorbitant  fupplies; 

While  e'en  by  battles,  fought  and  gain'd, 

Their  little  ftate  is  only  drain'd. 

Sagacious  creatures  fhall  we  call 
The  brutes  that  fquander  thus  their  all? 
Or  fhall  we  not  their  wit  deride, 
Who  thus  expofe  their  weaken:  fide  ? 

But  time  and  circumftanceyou  fay, 
May  change  the  face  of  things. — They  may  : 
Yet  neither,  fure,  can  change  the  nature, 
Of  brutal  more  than  human  creature  ! 
And  yet,  as  if  fome  revolution 
Had  happen'd  in  his  conftitution, 
Thus,  eft'  the  beaver  leaves  his  home, 
On  mountain-wilds,  for  wars,  to  roam ; 
Unnat'ral  wars  !  to  him  at  leaft, 
Amphibious,  moifture-loving-beaft ! 
In  which  a  gen'rous  jack,  with  pride, 
He  always  takes  the  weaken:  fide  ; 
And  hires  the  poor  at  his  expence, 
To  ftand  up  in  their  own  defence  : 

While 
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While  ten  to  one,  he  trufts  the  Gods, 
To  him  are  even  trifling  odds  : 
As  if  to  win,  his  fureft  way 
Was  ftilJ  to  choofe  the  lofing  play. 
Or  loggerheads  he  took  delight  in, 
And  fought  but  for  the  fake  of  fighting. 

Yet  beavers  are  accounted  wife, 
And  need  no  burthenfome  allies : 
Their  holes,  in  liquid  walls  immur'd, 
From  danger  and  aiTaults  fecur'd. 

Alas,  dame  Nature  furely  meant 
Each  creature  for  its  element. 
If  birds  rnuft  dive  and  fifhes  fly, 
What  wonder  if  they  droop  and  die  ! 

Now  fo  it  happ'd,  as  poets  fing, 
A  Land-rat  was  the  beaver's  king : 
By  all  belov'd,  without  difpute, 
A  jufl,  humane,  and  honeft  brute ; 
Who,  yet,  throughout  his  gracious  reign. 
Too  highly  priz'd  his  eld  domain  ; 
Too  poor,  too  weak,  without  allies 
To  ftand  amidft  its  enemies. 
And  therefore  at  their  own  expence 
The  beavers  purchas'd  its  defence  ; 
Or  when  by  chance  of  war  'twas  loft 
Redeem'd  it  always  at  their  coft; 
Bribing  the  tygers,  bears  and  cats, 
With  fubfidies  to  fpare  the  rats, 
And  keeping  in  their  conftant  pay, 
The  bandogs,  not  to  prowl  that  way. 


Now 
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Now  on  a  day,  it  (o  fell  out, 
The  landed  brutes  began  their  rout, 
A  cat,  of  cat-a-mountain  race, 
Spit  in  the  lordly  tyger's  face ; 
And,  aided  by  a  wild  fhe-bear, 
In  pieces  vow'd  his  limbs  to  tear. 
The  tyger  bravely  bid  defiance, 
And  claim'd  the  beaver-king's  alliance. 
Mean-while  the  otters  join'd  the  cats, 
And  wreak'd  their  vengeance  on  the  rats : 
A  vengeance  they  were  urg'd  to  take, 
For  what  they  fufTer'd  on  the  lake ; 
Where  now  their  fiihing  haunts  were  gone, 
And  holds  ail  ruin'd,  one  by  one ; 
And  not  an  otter  dar'd  to  dive ; 
Or,  daring,  reach'd  the  more  alive. 
So  pow'rful  were  the  beavers  grown, 
While  conqueft  made  the  lake  their  own  ! 
Vain  conqueft  !   if  conftrain'd,  at  lafr, 
To  fully  all  their  glory  paft, 
By  giving  back  each  dear-bought  prize, 
To  fave  their  poor  or  weak  allies  ; 
Who  now,  by  num'rous  foes  enthralPd, 
Aloud  for  their  aiiiitance  call'd  ; 
The  beavers  readily  confenting 
To  do,  what  done,  they're  fure  repenting. 
And  yet,  alas !  'twas  all  in  vain, 
The  patriots  ventur'd  to  complain: 
'Twas  all  in  vain  to  reprefent 
The  ftores  immenfe  they  yearly  fpent, 
How  much  they  owe  J,  and  to  their  forrow, 
How  much  they  ftill  were  forced  to  borrow  : 


In 
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In  vain  they  fhew'd  the  end  they  fought, 
When,  'gainft  the  otters  firfr.  they  fought, 
By  almoil  ev'ry  battle  gam'd, 
At  length  completely  was  cbtain'd  ; 
And  therefore,  having  got  their  end, 
They  need  no  longer  to  contend  ; 
But,  itandingon  their  own  defence, 
Might  now  contract  the  war's  cxpence: 
And,  would  the  foe  accept  of  peace, 
Exact  a  general  releafe  ; 
Or,  fparing  thus  their  blood  and  treafure, 
Might  leave  him  to  make  peace  at  leifure. 

Remonflrance  juft  !  but  'twas  in  vain: 
Succefs  had  turn'd  each  beaver's  brain; 
The  tyger's  martial  fame  and  fire 
Did  all  their  heated  breads  inspire; 
And  every  honeit,  plodding  beaver, 
Seiz'd  with  a  military  fever, 
Carelefs  of  what  was  done,  or  doing, 
Ran,  lighting-mad,  the  road  to  ruin. 
Nay  even  the  chief,  who,  once  more  loud 
Than  any  of  the  patriot  crowd, 
Roar'd  out  his  infolent  reflections 
On  the  great  Rat  and  his  connections, 
A  minifterial  beaver  grown, 
Now  bow'd  obedient  to  the  throne; 
And,  worfe  than  either  of  the  brothers* 
Adapted  meafures,  damn'd  in  others; 
Mcafures  himfelf  condemn'd  fo  late, 
As  big  with  ruin  to  the  ltate  ! 
Yet  now  he  fwallow'd  all  th'  objections, 
He  made  before  to  land  connections. 
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«  The  Tyger's  call,  the  Rats'  diftrefs, 
<c  Demanded  inftantly  redrefs; 
"  And  gen'rous  brutes  fhould  facrifice 
<c  Themfelves,  their  all,  for  their  allies. " 
How  much  unlike  this  fpecious  cant, 
To  all  his  former,  noify,  rant ! 
To  that  fine,  florid,  declamation, 
By  which  he  us'd  to  gull  the  nation  ! 

But,  as  the  mob  had  been  fo  loud 
To  praife  this  idol  of  the  crowd, 
His  friends  were  now  aiham'd  to  own 
Their  honeft  chief  had  chang'd  his  tone; 
And  let  him  lead  them,  by  the  fnout, 
As  tho'  he  ne'er  had  turn'd  about. 
Mean -while,  with  grief,  the  patriot  few, 
Who  befr.  the  beaver- int'reft  knew, 
Saw  him,  on  every  flight  pretence, 
Abufe  the  public  confidence  ; 
And  enter  into  every  meafure 
Contriv'd  to  fquander  blood  and  treafure : 
Beheld  the  wafte  of  both  increafe 
To  purchafe  war,  inftead  of  peace  ; 
While  more  their  toil  and  lefs  their  gain  : 
How  juft  a  reafon  to  complain  ! 
The  fruits  of  half  their  labour  thrown 
Away,  in  quarrels  not  their  own. 


A  DE- 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  LONDON. 

TTOufes,  churches  mixt  together, 
■*•  *■  Streets  unpleafant  in  all  weather, 
Prifons,  palaces  contiguous, 
Gates,  a  bridge,  the  Thames  irriguous. 

Gaudy  things  enough  to  tempt  ye, 
Showy  outfides,  infides  empty  ; 
Bubbles,  trades,  mechanic  arts, 
Coaches,  wheelbarrows,  and  carts. 

Warrants,  bailiffs,  bills  unpaid, 
Lords  of  laundrelTes  afraid  ; 
Rogues  that  nightly  rob  and  fhoot  men. 
Hangmen,  aldermen,  and  footmen. 

Lawyers,  poets,  priefts,  phyficians, 
Noble,  fimple,  all  conditions  : 
Worth,  beneath  a  thread-bare  cover, 
Villainy,  bedawb'd  all  over. 

Women,  black,  red,  fair,  and  grey, 
Prudes,  and  fuch  as  never  pray ; 
Handfome,  ugly,  noify,  Hill, 
Some  that  will  not — more  that  will. 

Many  a  beau  without  a  {hilling, 
Many  a  widow  not  unwilling  ; 
Many  a  bargain,  if  you  ftrike  it, 
This  is  London  !  —  How  d'ye  like  it  ? 
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O    N 

MR.    NASH'S    PICTURE, 

AT    FULL      LENGTH,      BETWEEN      THE      BUSTS    OF     SIR 
I.    NEWTON,    AND    MR.    POPE,    AT     BATH. 

BT    THE    EARL    OF    CHESTERFIELD. 

TH  E  old  Egyptians  hid  their  wit 
In  hieroglyphic  drefs ; 
To  give  men  pains  in  fearch  of  it, 
And  pleafe  themfelves  with  guefs. 

Moderns,  to  hit  the  felf-fame  path, 

And  exercife  their  parts, 
Place  figures  in  a  room  at  Bath : 

Forgive  them,  god  of  arts  ! 

Newton,  if  I  can  judge  aright, 

All  wifdom  doth  exprefs  : 
His  knowledge  gives  mankind  delight, 

Adds  to  their  happinefs. 

Pope  is  the  emblem  of  true  wit, 

The  fun-mine  of  the  mind  : 
Read  o'er  his  works  in  fearch  of  it, 

You'll  endlefs  pleafure  find. 

Nafh  reprefents  man  in  the  mafs, 

Made  up  of  wrong  and  right, 
Sometimes  a  knave,  fometimes  an  afs ; 

Now  blunt,  and  now  polite. 

C  2  The 
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The  picture  plac'd  the  burls  between, 
Adds  to  the  thought  much  ftrength  ; 

Wifdom  and  Wit,  are  little  feen, 
But  Folly's  at  full  length. 


A   DIALOGUE   IN  A  THIN  HOUSE. 


SAYS  Sir  John  to  lord  E — ,  how  uncrowded  we 
fit, 
And  find  no  delay,  or  from  reafon  or  wit  ! 
Your  pencil  was  fear'd  and  your  notes  caus'd  remark, 
But  now  all  is  fnug  without  hear  him,  or  hark! 
Let's  into  the  country,  and  wait  fome  event, 
lord  e — .  But  what  fhall  we  tell  thofe  by  whom  we 

were  fent ; 
sir  j .     We  muft  tell  them,  in  fhort,  that  atten- 
dance is  vain, 
'Till-  bufinefs  is  done  in  the  houfe  once  again  ; 
For  that  now  at  the  council  the  laws  are  all  made, 
And  the  Commons  are  Cyphers  in  taxes  and  trade. 


EPIGRAM. 
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ON    THE    BATTLE    of  MINDEN. 

T  N  antient  times  the  Roman  laws  decreed 

A  fure  reward  for  ev'ry  martial  deed  ; 
And  he  who  fav' 'd  one  Roman  life,  'tis  faid, 
A  Civic  crown  embrae'd  the  hero's  head. — 
— Hail  happy  times,  and  juftly  Golden  nam'd  ! 
Ye  gave  rewards  where  Britons  would  be  biam'd. 
He  now,  who  faves  our  men,  no  crown  obtains ; 
Who  faves  our  fhips,  we  fhoot  him  for  his  pains. 
Since  thefe  are  fo,  it  follows  then  of  courfe, 
Small's  the  reward  for  him  who  faves  our  horfe. 


ON    THE     MONUMENTS    IN 
WESTMINSTE  R-A  B  B  E  Y. 

BY    THE    LATE    MR.    C.    CHURCHILL. 

T  N  fam'd  cathedral,  who'd  expeel: 

Pallas,  a  heathen  goddefs, 
To  lift  her  fhield,  come  to  protect 
Lord  Stanhope  !  — -  this  molt  odd  is  1 

Or  to  fee  Hercules,  a  fon 

Of  Jupiter  (m  fabled) 
Hov'rins  like  old  nurfe,  o'er  an  Admiral's  I uft, 

As  if  his  pupil,  or  by  him  enabled. 

C  3  What 
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What  could  they  more, 
In  times  of  yore 

Do,  heroes  to  defend  ? 
What  could  our  ftage  exhibit  more, 

Than  make  the  Gods  defcend  ? 

Verger,  or  Beadle,  who  thou  art, 
That  haft  the  fupervifmg  part, 

Fain  would  I  mace  lay  thee  on  ; 
For  Dean's-Yard  boys,  with  much  furprife, 
Being  thus  greatly   edyfy'd, 
May  throw  their  books  of  Heathen  Gods  afide  ; 
And,  fhortly,  there  (I  fear)  fee  rife 

In  ftatuarv,  The  whole  Pantheon, 


VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  WINDSOR  PARK, 

IN  THE    YEAR    I762.       BY    THE   SAME. 

T17"  HEN  Pope  to  Satire  gave  its  lawful  way, 
™  *      And  made  the  Nimrods  of  mankind  his  prey, 
When  haughty  Windfor  heard  through  ev'ry  wood  ; 
Their  fhame,  who  durft  be  great,  yet  not  be  good  ; 
Who  drunk  with  pow  r,  and  with  ambition  blind. 
Slaves  to  themselves,  and  monfters  to  mankind  ; 
Sinking  the  man  to  magnify  the  prince, 
Were  heretofore  what  Stuarts  have  been  fmce  : 
Could  he  have  look'd  into  the  womb  of  time, 
How  might  his  Ipiiit  in  prophetic  rhyme, 
Infpir'd  by  virtue,  and  for  freedom  bold, 
Matters  of  d. it  rent  import  have  foretold  ! 

Ho\y 
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How  might  his  mufe,  if  any  mufe's  tongue 
Could  equal  fuch  an  argument,  have  Tung 
One  William  who  makes  all  mankind  his  care, 
And  mines  the  faviour  of  his  country  there  -, 
One  William  who  to  every  heart  gives  law  ; 
The  fon  of  George,  the  image  of  NafTau  ! 


ON   MR.    PITT'S   RESIGNATION 

IN     I761. 

"KjE'er  yet  in  vain  did  heav'n  its  omens  fend, 
•^  Some  dreadful  ills  unufual  figns  portend  ! 
When  Pitt  refign'd,  a  nation's  tears  will  own, 
*  Then  fell  the  bright  eft  jewel  in  the  crown. 


VIRTUE    AND    FAME. 

TO     THE      COUNTESS      OF      EGREMONT.       BY     LORD 
LYTTELTON. 

T^tRTUE  and  Fame,  the  other  day, 
Happen'd  to  crofs  each  other's  way, 
Said  Virtue,  6  Hark  ye,  madam  Fame, 
4  Your  ladyfhip  is  much  to  blame  ; 
'  Jove  bids  you  always  wait  on  me, 
'  And  yet  your  face  I  feldom  fee. 

*  Alluding  to  the  largeft  jewel  falling  out  of  the  king's  crown  at 
his  coronation. 

C  4  The 
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The  Paphian  queen  employs  your  trumpet, 
And  bids  it  praife  fome  handfome  ftrumpet ; 
Or,  thund'ring  thro'  the  ranks  of  war, 
Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car.' 
Saith  Fame,  ■  Dear  madam,  I  proteft 
I  never  find  myfelf  fo  bleft 
As  when  I  humbly  wait  behind  you  ; 
But  'tis  To  mighty  hard  to  find  you ! 
In  fuch  obfcure  retreats  you  lurk ! 
To  feek  you  is  an  endlefs  work.' 
*  Well,'  anfwer'd  Virtue,  c  I  allow 
Your  plea.     But  hear,  and  mark  me  now. 
I  know  (without  offence  to  others) 
I  know  the  bell:  of  wives  and  mothers; 
Who  never  pafs'd  an  ufelefs  day 
In  fcandal,  goffiping,  or  play  5 
Whofe  modefr.  wit,  chaftis'd  by  fenfe, 
Is  lively  chearful  innocence; 
Whofe  heart  nor  envy  knows,  nor  fpite, 
Wbofe  duty  is  her  fole  delight; 
Nor  rul'd  by  whim,  nor  flave  to  fafliion, 
Her  parents  joy,  her  hufband's  paflion.' 
Fame  fmil'd,  and  anfwer'd,  '  On  my  life, 
This  is  fome  country  parfon's  wife, 
Who  never  faw  the  court  nor  town, 
Whofe  face  is  homely  as  her  gown  ; 
Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — 

No,  madam,  no — You're  much  miftaken 

I  beg  you'll  let  me  fet  you  right — 

'Tis  one  with  cv'ry  beauty  bright ; 

Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  polifh'd  art 

That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart;  'Tis 


[  35  ] 

c  'Tis  the  mofl  celebrated  toaft 

c  That  Britain's  fpacious  ifle  can  boaft; 

*  'Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  dame ; 

'  'Tis  Egremcuvt — Go,  tell  it,  Fame  !' 

ADDITION  EXTEMPORE,   BY  THE  EARL  OF   HARDWIC&E, 

Fame  heard  with  pleafare — ftraitreply'd, 
«  Firft  on  my  roll  ftands  Wyndham's  bride. 

*  My  trumpet  oft  I've  rais'd  to  found 

*  Her  mooed  praife  the  world  around  ; 

*  But  notes  were  wanting. ^-Can'ft  thou  find 

*  A  mufe  to  fing  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
4  Believe  me,  I  can  name  but  one, 

4  A  friend  of  your's — 'ris  Lyttelton.' 


LORD  L 's  LETTER  TO  THE  EARL 

.   OF  HARDWICKE. 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    FOREGOING    VERSES. 

MY     LORD, 
A    Thoufand  thanks  to  your  lordfhip  for  your  addi- 
tion  to  my   verfes.     If  you  can  write  fuch  ex- 
tempore,  it  is  well  for  other  poets,  that  you  chofe  to  be 
lord  chancellor,  rather  than  a  laureat.     They  explain 
to  me  a  vifion  I  had  the  night  before. 

Methought  I  faw  before  my  feet, 
With  countenance  ferene  and  fweer, 
The  mufe  who  in  my  youthful  days 
Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carelefs  lays. 

She 
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She  fmil'd,  and  faid,  c  Once  more  I  fee 
My  fugitive  returns  to  me ; 
Long  had  I  loft  you  from  my  bower, 
You  fcorn'd  to  own  my  gentle  power ; 
With  me  no  more  your  genius  fported, 
The  grave  hiftoric  mufe  you  courted  ; 
Or,  rais'd  from  earth,  with  draining  eyes, 
Purfu'd  Urania  through  the  fkies  -, 
But  now,  to  my  forfaken  track, 
Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back  ; 
Nor  blufh,  by  her  and  Virtue  led, 
That  foft,  that  pleafing  path  to  tread  ; 
For  there,  beneath  to-morrow's  ray, 
Ev'n  Wifdom's  felf  (hall  deign  to  play. 
Lo  !  to  my  flow'ry  groves  and  fprings 
Her  fav'rite  fon  the  goddefs  brings, 
The  council's  and  the  fenate's  guide  : 
Law's  oracle,  the  nation's  pride : 
He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join 
In  finging  Wyndham's  charms  divine; 
To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays, 
E'en  thee,  my  friend,  he  deigns  to  praife. 
Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 
His  fame  with  burgefsor  with  cit; 
For  fure  one  line  from  fuch  a  bard 
Virtue  would  think  her  befl  reward.' 


IN  VI- 
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IT 

INVITATION 

TO    THE    DOWAGER    DUCHESS    d'aIGUILLON. 
BY    LORD    LYTTELTON. 

Wf  KEN  Peace  (ball,  on  her  downy  wing, 

™      To  France  and  England  Friendihip  bring, 
Come,  Aiguillon,  and  here  receive 
That  homage  we  delight  to  give 
To  foreign  talents,  foreign  charms, 
To  worth  which  envy's  felf  difarms 
Of  jealous  hatred  :  Come,  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve. 
So  (hall  by  France  amends  be  made 
(If  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  be  paid) 
For  having  with  fedueina;  art 
From  Britain  ftol'n  her  H — v — y's  heart. 


TO   COLONEL   DRUMGOLD. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

T^Rumgold  whofe  anceftors  from  Albion's  /Lore 

Tneir  conq'ring  ftandards  to  Hibernia  bore, 
Tho'  now  thy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft, 
Shines  in  the  foremoft  ranks  of  Gallia's  hofr, 
Think  not  that  France  fhall  borrow  all  thy  fame 
From  Britifh  fires  dcriv'd  thy  genius  came; 

Its 
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Its  force,  its  energy  to  thefe  it  ow'd, 

But  the  fairpolifh  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  : 

The  graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd, 

And  livelieft  wit  with  foundeft  fenfe  combin'd. 

They  taught  in  fportive  fancy's  gay  attire 

To  drefs  the  graveft  of  the  Aonian  choir, 

And  gave  to  fober  wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 

The  fmile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  fleek. 

Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  afk  : 

Be  thine,  and  thine  alone,  the  pleafing  talk, 

In  purefl  elegance  of  Gallic  phrafe 

To  cloath  the  fpirit  of  the  Britifh  lays. 

Thus  ev'ry  flow'r  which  ev'ry  mufe's  hand 

Has  rais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  favour'd  land, 

By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 

Its  fweeteft  native  odours  fhall  retain. 

And  when  thy  noble  friend,  with  olive  crown'd, 

In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 

The  rival  nations,  thou  for  both  malt  raife 

The  grateful  fongto  his  immortal  praife. 

Albion  fhall  think  fhe  hears  her  Prior  fing, 

And  France,  that  Boileau  flrikes  the  tuneful  tiring. 

Then  fhak  thou  tell  what  various  talents  join'd, 

Adorn,  embellifh,  and  exalt  his  mind  ; 

Learning  and  wit,  with  fweet  politenefs  grac'd  ; 

Wifdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebas'd  j 

By  pride  unfullied,  genuine  dignity ; 

A  noble  and  fublime  iimplicity. 

Such  in  thy  vcrfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  fhewn, 

France  fhall  with  joy  the  fair  refemblance  own, 

And  Albion  fighing  bid  her  fons  afpire 

To  imitate  the  merit  they  admire.  E  P  I- 
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EPIGRAM. 

CAYS  epicure  Quin  !  fhould  the  D— 1  in  H— II, 
^  In  fifhing  for  men  take  delight, 
His  hook  bait  with  ven'fon,  I  love  it  fo  well, 
By  G— d,  I  am  fare  I  fhould  bite  ! 


OLEFIN'S    SOLILOQ.UY, 

ON    SEEING    DUKE    HUMPHRY    AT    ST.    ALBAN's, 

A  Plague  on  Egypt's  arts,  I  fay  ! 
■*■**  Embalm  the  dead.!   on  fenfelefs  clay 

Rich  wines  and  fpices  wafte ! 
Like  fturgeon,  or  like  brawn,  {hall  I 
Bound  in  a  precious  pickle,  lie, 

Which  I  can  never  tafte  ? 

Let  me  embalm  this  flefh  of  mine 
With  turtle-fat,  and  Bourdeaux  wine, 

And  fpoil  th'  Egyptian  trade  ! 
Than  Humphry's  duke  more  happy  I 
Embalm'd  alive,  old  Quin  {hall  die 

A  mummy  ready  made. 

D.  G, 


MR. 
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MR,      PITT'S      LETTER* 

TO  HIS*  FRIEND  IN  THE  CITY,    VERSIFIED. 

IT    WAS   WRITTEN    ON    OCCASION    OF     HIS    RESIGNING 
THE    SEALS    IN     1761. 

DEAR     SIR, 
TTAving  found  with  furprife,  that  my  late  refig- 
■*■ A  nation, 

Both  in  manner  and  caufe,  by  mifreprefentation 
Hath  been  grofsly  abus'd  :  that  his  majefty's  grace, 
Which  follow'd,  fpontaneous,  my  quitting  my  place, 
Hath  been  flander'd  moft  bafely  and  vilely  perverted 
To  a  bargain,  for  having  the  publick  deferted  ; 
The  truth  of  thefe  facts  I  am  forc'd  to  proclaim, 
And  the  manner,  no  gentleman  furely  will  blame. 
That  I  and  the  council  were  of  dirT 'rent  opinions 
Of  importance  to  Britain,  her  crown  and  dominions, 
Regarding  the  mealures  we  fhould  take  againfl  Spain, 
(Yet  pray,  my  dear  Sir,  underftand  what  I  mean) 
Not  founded  on  what  (he  mav  now  be  defigning, 
But  what  me  has  done,  was  my  caufe  for  refigning. 

Lord  Temple  and  I  fubmitted  in  writing, 
And  fign'd  by  us  both  our  proiecl  for  fi-hting, 
But  as  the  whole  council  againft  us  combin'd, 
On  the  fifth  of  this  inftant  the  feals  I  refign'd, 

*  There  was  no  genuine  anfr.XT  to  thl:  letter,  as  was  pretended. 

That 
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That  I  might  net  for  meafures  hereafter  be  try'd, 
Which  I  was  not  allow'd  any  longer  to  guide. 
Moll  gracious  the  marks  of  the  king's  approbation, 
That  follow'd,  not  went  before,  my  refignation, 
No  merit  I  boafted,  no  penfion  I  crav'd, 
Yet  with  pride  from  the  beft  of  all  fov'reigns,  receiv'd. 

For  the  honour  of  truth  I  thefe  matters  explain, 
Nor  any  man's  confidence  wifh  to  regain, 
Who  with  a  credulity  weak  as  unjuft, 
Can  fufpect  one  of  bafely  betraying  his  truft, 
Who  long  ferv'd  his  country  with  zeal  and  fuccefs, 
And  rais'd  her  to  glory  from  fhame  and  diftrefs  : 
Who  juftly  the  candid  and  upright  reveres, 
But  the  bafe  and  capricious  nor  values,  nor  fears. 
I  beg,  my  dear  Sir,  my  beft  thanks  you'll  receive 
For  all  your  kindfrhndjhip,  and  will  always  believe, 
That  I  am,  &c.  &c.  &c. 


CURIOUS 
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CURIOUS    DESCRIPTION 

OF    WEST    WYCOMBE    CHURCH,    &C. 
BY    MR.    JOHN    WILKES. 

T  Am  juft  returned  from  a  tour  into  Buckingham- 
(hire,  which  has  afforded  me  much  pleafure.  The 
noble  profpecl:  from  Cliefden-houfe  enchanted  me, 
and  I  was  in  raptures  with  the  many  elegant  beauties 
of  Stowe.  As  an  Englifhman,  I  was  pleafed  that  all 
the  great  patriots  and  heroes  of  my  country,  Alfred, 
king  William  the  third,  Hampden,  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
leigh, &c.  receive  there  that  jur:  tribute  of  praife, 
which  this  nation,  while  it  remains  free,  will  conti- 
nue to  pay  to  fuperior  virtue.  At  Stowe  both  an- 
tient  and  modern  virtue  are  enfhrined  with  grateful 
magnificence.  Not  only  good  tafle,  but  patriotifm, 
are  confpicuous  in  that  delightful  paradife,  the  fa- 
vourite abode  of  the  virtues,  graces,  and  mufes.  Stowe, 
however,  has  fo  often  been  defcribed  by  abler  pens, 
that  I  fhall  dwell  no  longer  there,  though  I  never 
leave  it  without  the  moft  fenfible  regret. 

I  returned  by  Weft-Wycombe,  and  pafled  a 
day  in  viewing  the  villa  of  lord  Le  Defpencer, 
and  the  church  he  has  juft  built  on  the  top  of  a 
hill,  for  the  convenience  and  devotion  of  the  town 
at  the  bottom  of  it.  I  muft  own,  the  noble  lord's 
gardens  gave  me  no  ftronger  idea  of  his  virtue  or 
patriotifm,    than    the   fituaticn    of    the    new    built 

church 
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church  did  of  his  piety.  Some  churches  have  been 
built  from  devotion,  others  from  parade  or  vanity. 
I  believe  this  is  the  firft  church,  which  has  ever 
been  built  for  a  profpect.  The  word  memento  in 
immenfe  letters  on  the  fteeple  furprifed  and  per- 
plexed me.  I  could  not  find  the  mori,  or  perhaps  the 
Other  word  was  meri,  from  the  practice  as  well  as 
the  precept  of  the  noble  lord.  As  to  the  elegance  of 
the  Latin,  his  lordfhip  has  embarrafTcd  himfelf  as  little 
about  that,  as  he  has  about  the  elegance  of  his  Eng- 
lifh.  Memento  mori  is  befides  more  monkifh,  and 
therefore  more  becoming  St.  Francis.  This  conjec- 
ture, that  the  other  word  on  the  outfide  muft  be  meri, 
is  farther  ftrengthened  by  the  magnificent  gilt  ball  at 
the  top  of  the  fteeple,  which  is  hollowed  and  made 
fo  very  convenient  in  the  infide  for  the  celebration, 
not  of  devotional,  but  of  convivial  rites,  that  it  is  the 
befl  globe  tavern  I  was  ever  in ;  but  I  muft  own  that 
I  was  afraid  my  defcent  from  it  would  have  been  as 
precipitate  as  his  lordfhip's  was  from  a  high  ftation, 
which  turned  his  head  too.  I  admire  likewife  the  filer.ee 
and  fecrecy  which  reign  in  that  great  globe,  undifturbed 
but  by  his  jolly  fongs,  very  unfit  for  the  profane  ears 
of  thewoild  below.  As  to  fecrecy,  it  is  the  mod 
convenient  place  imaginable ;  and  it  is  whifpered,  that 
a  negotiation  was  here  entamee  by  the  noble  lord 
himfelf,  with  Meflrs.  Wilkes  and  Churchill.  The 
event  will  fhew  the  amazing  power  of  his  lord- 
fhip's oratory ;  but  if  from  perverfenefs  neither  of 
thofe  gentlemen  then  yielded  to  his  wife  reafons, 
D  nor 
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nor  to  his  dazzling  offers,  they  were  both  delighted 
with  his  divine  milk  punch. 

There  is  one  remarkable  temple  in  the  gardens  at 
Weft-Wycombe,  dedicated  to — the  Egyptian  Hiero- 
giiphic  for  ****.  To  this  object  his  lordihip's  de- 
votion is  undoubtedly  fincere,  though  I  believe  now 
not  fervent,  nor  do  I  take  him  to  be  often  proftrate, 
or  indeed  in  any  way  very  regular  in  his  ejaculations. 
He  is  however  here  confident,  for  he  keeps  up  the 
fame  public  worfhip  in  the  country,  which  he  has 
been  accuftomed  to  in  town.  There  was  for  many 
years  in  the  great  room  at  the  king's  arms  tavern,  in 
Old  Palace-yard,  sn  original  picture  of  £ir  Francis 
Daihwood  prcfented  by  hirnfelf  to  the  Dilettanti  club. 
He  is  in  the  habit  of  a  Francifcan,  kneeling  before 
the  Venus  of  Medicis,  his  gloating  eyes  fixed,  as  in  a 
trance,  on  what  the  modefty  of  nature  feems  moil  de- 
firous  to  conceal,  and  a  bumper  in  his  hand,  with  the 
words  matri  fant'torum  in  capitals.  The  glory  too, 
which,  till  then  had  only  enriched  the  facred  heads  of 
our  Saviour  and  the  apoflles,  is  made  to  beam  on  that 
favourite  fpct,  and  feems  to  pierce  the  hallowed  gloom 
of  Maidenhead-thicket.  The  public  faw,  and  were  for 
many  years  offended  with  fo  infamous  a  picture,  yet  it 
remained  there,  till  that  club  kftthe  houfe.  As  to  the 
temple  I  have  mentioned,  you  find  at  firft.  what  is 
called  an  error  in  limine  ;  for  the  entrance  to  it  is  the 
fame  entrance  by  which  we  all  come  into  the  world, 
and  the  door  is  what  fome  idle  wits  have  called  the 
door  of  life.     It  is  rer/cned  that,  on  a  late  vifit  to 

his 
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his  chancellor,  lord  Bute  particularly  admired  this 
building,  and  advifed  the  noble  owner  to  lay  out  the 
500 1.  bequeathed  to  him  by  lord  Melcombe's  will 
for  an  ereclion,  in  a  Paphian  column  to  ftand  at  the 
entrance,  and  it  is  (aid  he  advifed  it  to  be  made  of 
Scottifh  pebbles.  There  are  in  thefe  gardens  no  bufts 
of  Socrates,  Epaminondas,  or  Hampden,  but  there 
is  a  moll  indecent  ftatue  of  the  unnatural  fatyr;  and, 
at  the  entrance  to  the  temple  I  have  mentioned,  are 
two  urns  facred  to  the  Ephefian  matron,  and  to  Po- 
tiphar's  wife,  with  the  infcriptions  Matrorus  Ephe- 
fits  Cineres,  Domincs  Potiphar  Cineres.  Between  thefe 
urns,  containing  the  facred  afhes  of  the  great  and 
virtuous  dead,  which  are,  with  a  happy  propriety, 
doubly  gilt  (though  not  quite  fo  ftrongly  as  that  at 
Hammerfmith  for  the  afhes  of  lord  Melcomb's— 
wife)  you  afcend  to  the  top  of  the  building,  which 
is  crowned  with  a  particular  column,  defigned,  I  fup- 
pofe,  to  reprefent  our  former  very  upright  ftate, 
when  we  could  fay  fuimus  torles^  fult  ingens  gloria^ 
and  is  fkirted  with  very  pretty  underwood,  the  Cy- 
prian myrtle,  &c.  the  meaning  of  which  I  could  not 
find  out. 

The  houfe  contains  nothing  remarkable,  excepting 
only  that  there  is  on  the  grand  ftair-cafe  a  very  moral 
painting  of  a  maid  ftealing  to  her  matter's  bed,  laying 
at  the  fame  time  her  fingers  on  her  lips,  as  if  {he  were 
the  Dea  Angerona  of  Weft- Wycombe. 

Gn  my  return  I  had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  the  noble 
lord's  elegant  japanned  coach  ;  but  while  1  was  read- 
ing his   new  motto   in  Gothic  letters,  Pro  Magna 
D  2  Charts 
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Cbarta,  the  mob  were  hollowing,  Liberty,  Property, 
and  no  Excije ;  and  I  was  forced  to  make  the  beft  of 
my  way  to  the  park,  where  I  found  a  very  odd  thing, 
which  I  mean  to  prefent  to  the  fociety  of  antiquaries. 
It  is  a  gold  button,  with  IHS,  and  the  fign  of  the 
crofs,  enamelled  on  it,  which  I  guefied  to  belong  to 
fome  concealed  brother  of  the  fociety  of  Jefus,  though 
a  fervant  in  green  claimed  it  as  the  property  of  St. 
Francis,  and  laid  that  it  was  a  part  of  the  £ontifi:ali- 
bus  worn  by  his  mailer  when  he  officiated  on  certain 

feftivals  of  high  laugh  at  the  mysteries  of ■* 

I  made  afterwards  a  little  tour  to  the  celebrated 
abbey  of  Medmenham,  the  description  of  which  I  am 
ure  would  entertain  you  ;  but  I  am  too  fair  a  man  to 
difclofe  to  the  public  the  Engliili  Eleufinian  myfieries 
of  that  renowned  convent. 


THE 
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THE  THREE   CONJURORS, 


A    POLITICAL  INTERLUDE.       STOLEN    FROM    SHAKESTEARE. 


AS    IT    WAS    PERFORMED    AT    SUNDRY    PLACES    IN      WEST- 
MINSTER,   ON     SATURDAY     THE     30th    OF     APRIL, 
AND    SUNDAY    THE    FIRST    OF     MAY,    I763. 

DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


GREMONTE, 

HAXY, 

BOREAS, 

MACBOOTE, 

SPENCO, 

HECATE, 

PHILIP, 

ROBERT, 


>  Three  Conjurors. 


Great  Men. 


£  Inferior  Conjurers. 


MefTengers,  Conftables,  Bagpipers,  and  other  fui  table 
attendants. 

SCENE     A  private  place. 

Hollow  murmurs. 

Enter  Three  Conjurers. 

ift  C.  \KT HEN  (hall  we  three  fee  again 
An  eafy  and  a  peaceful  reign  ?j 
2d  C.  When  the  hurly  burly's  o'er, 
When  this  W — kes  fhall  be  no  more. 
$d  C.  Then  we  reach  a  fafcr  fiiore : 
iJiC.  When  will  it  be  ? 
id  C.  That's  in  difpute. 

D3  idC. 
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$d  C.  Now  let's  go  to  meet  Mackboote  ! 

(Hecate  from  within.) Gremonte  ! 

iji  C.  Hecate  calls,  away  ! 
ML  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair, 
To  fkreen  Macboote  is  all  our  care. 

(All  rife  from  their  feats  and  hurry  off, 

SCENE     changes  to  the  fields ,  with  a  magnificent 
Jlatue  in  the  middle. 

Re-enter  the  three  Conjurers, 
\Jl  C.  Where  haft  thou  been,  brother  ? 
2d  C.  Signing  writs. 
^d  C,  Brother,  where  thou  ? 
jfi  C.  A  clumfy  prieft  had  papers  in  his  hand, 
And  laugh'd,   and  laugh'd,   and  laugh'd  ;    give  me, 
Quoth  I ! 

Avauntthee,  wretch!  the  rump-fed  paftor  cries, 
His  comrade  to  the  cajlle  gone,  matter  o'th'  Br i ton, 
But  a  purfuivant  I'll  fend 
Who  mall  bar  out  ev'ry  friend, 

I'll  do— I'll  do— Flldo. 

2d  C.  I'll  give  thee  a  voice. 
lfi  C.  I  do  rejoice. 
yl  C.  And  I  another. 
\fl  C.  Macboote  himfelf  has  all  the  other. 
Mailer  of  the  venal  tribe 
Who  can  ev'ry  law  prefcribe 
To  the  c — c-1-board. 
He  fhall  drain  him  dry  as  hay ; 
Sleep  fhall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hana;  upon  his  penthoufe  lid  j 
From  friends  and  pen  and  ink  forbid  j 

Severn 
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Seven  long  days,  and  nights,  or  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine, 
Tho'  a  m — mb— r  can't  be  loft, 
Yet  he  mall  be  faction  toft  j 
Look  what  I  have  ! 

id  C,  Shew  me,  fhew  me. 

\Jl  C.  Here  are  Poace  Preliminaries, 
Sign'd— tho'  all  befide  mifcarries. 

(Here  a  general  whifper,  which  is  interrupted 
by  the  found  of  bagpipes.) 

2d  C.  The  bagpipes  hear  ! 
Macboote  is  near! 

All.  The  Britifh  conj'rors  cheek  by  joul 
Subject  to  Macboote's  controul 
Thus  do  go  about,  about. 

ift  C.  Thrice  to  thine- 

7.dC.  And  thrice  to  mine  ! 

2dC.  And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine  ! 

All.  Peace,  the  ftate's  wound  up. 

Enter   Macboote  and  Spenco,    with  pipers,    meffengers* 
conftables,  and  other  fuitable  attendants, 

Mac  So  fair  and  foul  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Spenc.  How  far  is't  hence  to  thJ  caftle  ?  what  are  thefe 
So  ftupid  and  fo  ftrange  in  their  addrefs, 
That  look  not  like  the  m— n— -ers  of  ft— te, 
And  yet  are  in't— Cheat  you,  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  truft?  you  feem  to  underftand  me 
By  each  at  once  his  empty  noddle  laying 
Upon  his  moulder- -you  mould  be  old  women, 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 

So  well  of  you, 

D  4  Mac. 
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Mac.  I  charge  you  fpeak!  what  bring  you  ? 

tftC.  All  hail  Macboote  !  hail  to  thee  k— 
O'th'  Th-tle ! 

2dC.  All  hail  Macboote!  hail  to  thee  k— t 
O'th'  G— t— r  ! 

$d  C.  All  hail  Macboote  !  that  would'/  be 
King  hereafter  ! 

Spent,  Why  do  you  ftart,  my  lord,  and  feem  amaz'd 
At  things  which  you  do  know  ? — I'th'  devil's  name 
Are  you  old  womanifh,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  you  (hew  ?— my  noble  patron 
You  greet  with  prefent  grace,  which  he  polTefTes; 
Of  nobler  having,  and  of  future  hopes 
He  now  feems  wrapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  m — n — try 
And  fee  which  man  fhall  rife,  and  which  (hall  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  humbly  beg  your  favour, 
And  greatly  fear  your  hate. 

iji  C.  Hail  ! 

2d C.  Hail! 

3dC.  Hail! 

jft  C.  Fatter  than  Macboote,  and  fhorter. 

2dC.  Not  fo  poor.,  yet  much  poorer. 

3</C.  Thou  may'ft  get  lords,  but  he  get- 
So  all  hail— -Macboote  and  Spenco 
Spenco  and  Macboote,  all  hail ! 

(The  conjurors  how  and  go  off. 
SpiH.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has ; 
And  thefe  the  Ughtefi,  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
Mac.  Into  th'  court — my  bufinefs  calls  'em  there. 
Spen.  What  bufinefs,  good  my  lord  ? 

Mac. 
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Mac.  I'm  more  than  m — n — r, 
In  acl  not  k(s  than—,  yet  fear  this  W— kes ; 
His  horrid  image  does  unfit  my  hair, 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ftar, 
Againfl  the  ufe  of  nature. 

Spen.  Worthy  Macboote. 

Mac.  Give  me  your  favour,    my   dull  brain  was 
wrought 
With  doubts  and  fears— There's  not  a  printer 
But  in  his  houfe  I  keep  a  devil  feed ; 
I  will  this  moment  unto  Hecate  fpeed  : 
More  fhall  {he  fpeak,  more  fhall  fhe  do,  for  now 
I'm  bent  to  acl:  the  worit,  for  my  own  good, 
By  the  worft  means  ;  all  nobles  (hall  give  place  ; 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  which  muftto  hand, 
Which  ere  they're  acled,  if  they  mould  be  fcann'd, 
I  muft  retire,  and  quit  this  troubled  land.         (Exeunt* 

SCENE   changes  to  en   apartment  in   Macbocfs 
houfe. 
Enter  lady  Macboote  and  a  fervant. 
Lady.  Say  to  my  lord  I  would  attend  his  leifure 

For  a  vzw  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will (Exit 

Lady.  Nought's  left all/pent. 

And  our  defire  is  got  without  content ; 
"*Tis  fafer  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Than  by  deftruclicn  live  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macboote  mufing. 
How  now,  my  lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  t 
Thinking  on  that  which  cannot  be  recalFd. 

They 


They  have  been  fools— but  thing9  without  rem'dy 
Should  be  without  regard  ;   what's  done,  is  done. 
Mac.  We  have  but  fcotch'd  the  make,   not  kill'd 

it, 
She'll  clofe  and  be  herfelfj  whilft  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
Let  taxes  multiply — a  general  iixcife  ! 
Let  liberty  e'en  lofe  her  odious  name 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meat  in  fear,  and  fleep 
In  the  affliction  of  thole  terrible  thoughts 
That  keep  me  waking — But,  have  I  not  refign'd 
My  flafFof  ofHce  ?   who  then  dare  accufe 
Me  more?  Monitors,  North  Br  icons,  nothing 
Can  touch  me  farther  ! 

Lady.  Come  en. 
Gentle,  my  lord,  fleck  o'er  your  pallid  looks. 

Mac.  Oh !    full  .of  fcorpions   is  my    mind,    dear 
wife  ! 
Thou  know'ir.  that  T — pie  and  his  faction  live. 

Lady.  But  in  them  nature's  copy  is  not  eternate. 

Mac.  '  Lis  true,  tho'  great,   they  are  aiTailable, 
Then  let's  be  jocund— ere  trie  fun  hath  made 
His  fecond  courfe — ere  to  fvveet  Hecate's  fummons 
Thy  faithful  Sawney  moves  with  vig'rous  limb, 
Gremonte,  and  my  faithful  HaxylafF 
Shall  do  a  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done? 

Mac.  He  innocent  or' th'  knowledge,   deareft  chuck, 

Till  thou   applaud  the  deed Come,   guilt-fraught 

Hecate, 
Lend  thy  afiiftance  to  my  great  defign  ! 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 

Which 
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Which  keeps  me  pale  !  that  fatal  Magna  Chart*. 
This  once  atchiev'd,  my  country  rears  her  head, 
amine  no  more  (hall  hover  o'er  our  land, 
But  fix  his  empire  in  Brit-n-ia's  heart, 
While  Ca-do-  ia  grafps  her  plundered  wealth.  » 

Thou  wonder'!!  ac  my  word,  but  get  thee  in, 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ltrongthemfelves  by  fin. 

(Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  garden. 
Three  Conjurors  and  Hecate  meeting. 

.   j ft  C.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate,  you  look  angrily* 

Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon,  Numf culls  as  you  are  : 
Bold  and  precipitate  !  how  did  you  dare 
TMviie  and  traffic  with  Macboote 
In  matters  of  fuch  high  difpute? 
And  I  the  miftrefs  of  his  charms, 
The  dark  contriver  of  all  harms, 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  (hew  the  glory  of  my  art  ? 
The  befton't  is,   what  you  have  done 
Has  been  for  my  true  Scottifh  fon  ; 
Beauteous  and  bajbful,  who  as  others  do9 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  !  now  take  your  heels, 

And  at  the  houfe  in Fields 

Meet  me  i'th'  morning — thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  del-tiny  ; 
Two  pair  of  meflfengers  provide, 
Your  conftabks  and  all  befide. 

Vi 
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I'm  for  my  bed,  this  night  I'll  fpend 

Unto  a  moft  delicious  end. 

Jobs  muft  be  jobb'd  ere  Friday  noon, 

Therefore  be  fure  to  meet  me  foon  j 

Mean  while  I  muft  with  choiceft  care, 

Some  fine-drawn  fchemes,  and  fpells  prepare, 

That  by  their  ftrength  may  fet  to  rights 

The  blund'ring  of  the  thick-fcuWd  wights. 

And.  try  if  bribes,  or  power's  illufion, 

Can  draw  on  W — kes  to  his  confufion. 

He  {hall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 

Confinement  without  fign  of  fear; 

And  we  all  know  fecurity 

Is  mortal's  chiefeft  enemy.  (Bagpipes  and  howling. 

Hark,  I  am  cali'd  ;  my  bonny  Scotfman  fee, 

Sits  in  a  hackney-coach,  and  waits  for  me. 

(Macbocte  without  calls.     All  this  accompanied 
by  the  bagpipes.) 
Hecate  !   Hecate  !  come  away  ! 

Hec.  Hark  !  hark  !  I'm  cali'd, 
My  gallant,  bonny  Scotfman  fee,  fee,  fee, 
Sits  in  a  hackney-coach  and  waits  for  me. 

Mac.  Hecate  !  Hecate  ! 

Hcc.  Thy  chearful  voice  I  hear, 
So  bly  thfome  to  my  ear, 
At  which  I  come  away 
With  all  the  fpeed  1  may. 

Mac.  Where's  H— 11— d  ? 

Hec.  Gone. 

Mac.  Where's  Haxy  ? 

Hcc.  Here. 
Gremonte  too,  and  Boreas  too  ; 
We  want  but  you,  we  want  bu:  you.  Mac* 
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Mac.  Come  away,  come  away, — make  up 

Hec.  With  fterling  gold,  [th'  accounts, 

or  places  ibid, 
will  but  (hi  ft. 

Mac.  Oh  !  bring  enough  !  bring  enough  \ 

Hec.  Now  lam  furnifh'd, 
Jow  I  am  furniih'd  for  mv  Bight. 

(Loudfymphony  of  bagpipes,  wbil/i  Hecate  gej$ 
into  the  coach). 
^ow  we  go,  and  we  fly, 
*lacboote  my  fweet  Scotfman,  and  I. 
3h,  what  a  dainty  pleafure's  this 
roride  in  a  coach, 
Awhile  the  riot's  abroach  ; 
ro  laugh,  to  fmg 
Fo  toy  and  kits, 
Dvervet'ran,  over  novice, 
3ver  ev'ry  public  ofnce, 
3ver  friend,  and  over  ft  ranger, 
vVe  prefide — deipifing  danger. 

{Drive  off  with  a  full  chorus, 

ACT    IL 

]  C  E  N  E  the  infuie  of  a  large  houfe,  in  the  fields,  a 
dark  room,  a  cauldron  burning  in  the  middle. 

Hollovj  Murmurs. 
Enter  Three  Conjurors  very  angry. 
jjl  C.  Thrice,  and  thrice  the  lion  roar'd, 
id  C.  Twice  and  once  the  bagpipe  droned, 
$dC.  Recare  cries,  'its  time*  'tis  time. 


i/l  C.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
In  the  tortur'd  morfels  throw. 

(They  march  round  the  cauldron^  and  throw  in  the 
fever  al  ingredients  as  a  preparation  of  the  charm, 

AIL  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
In  the  tortur'd  morfels  throw. 

id  C.  Shape  the  wax,  flick  the  pin, 
Defpair  attend  what  we  put  in. 

ift  C.  Prieft,  that  wrap'd  in  {lander's  robe, 
Inflicts  beyond  the  plagues  of  Job, 
Sweltning  venom  guzzling  got ; 
Boil  thou  firft  i'th'  charmed  pot. 

AIL  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble: 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

id  C.  Number. 

-id C.  Which? 

2d  C.  The  firft  we  hit  on* 
Of  the  ranc'rous  damn'd  North  Briton, 
Stuff'd  with  lofs  of  Newfoundland, 
Licence  giv'n  to  Gallic  band 
To  fifh  upon  that  fatal  bed 
That  well  nigh  wafli'd  off  Oxf— d's  head ; 
Ve£tives  on  the  new-rais'd  loan 
Giv'n  to  friends — becaufe  our  own  : 
Tax  difclos'd  to  vulgar  eyes 
Elucidation  of  Excife, 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  hel!  broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

AIL  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

$d  C.  Spleen  of  P- — d,  foul  of  P— t, 
T-gple's  virtue,  fire  and  wit  Of 
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Of  tV  patriot  prifoner, 

Whofe  curs'd  genius  made  us  err. 

B— t— n's  courage — G--t— n's  pride, 

Thatfwells  'caufe  noble  Scots  prefide; 

D— n~ e's  new  arretted  wand 

From  a  truly  patriot  hand  : 

Add,  a  valiant  Un»-!e's  chawdron 

For  th'  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

\ftC.  Cool  it  with  N~c~le's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Enter  Hecate. 
Oh  !  well  done  !  I  commend  your  toil* 
And  ev'ry  onefhall  fhare  i'th'  fpoii  ; 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing, 
Like  prudent  courtiers  in  a  ring, 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

(The  following  incantation  is  to  he  fung,  accompanied 
by  bagpipes i  and  the  c.orus  by  all  the  conjurers 
principal  and  inferior) 
ift  C.  Rich  courtiers  and  poor, 
Old  courtiers  and  new, 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 
Hec.  Ah!  I  fee  but  few!— 
Chorus.  Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 

Ah  j  we  fee  but  few  ! 

Hec.  Ah,  give  us  pow'r 

To  fend  to  th/  T r 

Ev'ry 


Ev'ry  writer, 

Or  inditer, 

And  keep  him  there. 

Till  hedefpair, 

Or  elfe  fubmit 

As  we  think  fit, 

Chorus.  Round,  around,  around,  around,  about 
All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out. 

ifl  C.  Here's  W m's  fat. 

Hec.  Oh  !  put  in  that, 
Oh  !  put  in  that. 

2d  C.  Here  Gr — th— m's  brain, 

Hec.  Put  in  a  grain. 

yl  C.  Here's  S— d's  gall, 
And  T — n — nd's  humour, 
Adding  weight  to  factious  rumour ; 
To  add  to  thefe  and  make  the  charm  moft  fit, 
Lo  !  here's  the  pickled  tongue  of  patriot  P-- 1. 

Chorus.  Round,  around,  around,  around,  about 
All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out. 

Hec.  By  the  itching  of  my  bum, 
A  Scotfman  fure  fhould  this  way  come ; 
Open  locks, 
Whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macboote. 

Mac.  How  now,  you  ftupid,  fad,  and  fervile  loons, 
What  is't  you  do? 

AH-  A  deed  that  zvants  a  name. 

Mac  I  conjure  ye  by  that  which  ye  profefs, 
I  care  not  whence  you  know  it ;  anfwer  me, 
Tho'  ye  unmafk  the  {late,  and  let  it  fight 
Againft  the  nation,— ^though  the  greedy  cits 

Monopolize 
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Monopolize  all  traffic  to  themfelves, 

Tho'  orchards  be  deftroy'd,  and  trees  cut  down, 

Tho'  palaces,  and  their  inhabitants, 

Do  (loop  ev'n  to  the  ground,  and  the  welfare 

Of  Br — n's  children  crumble  all  together, 

Ev'n  fill  the  ffland  ficken. — Anfwer  me, 

To  what  I  afk  you! 

\fi  C.  Speak. 

2d  C.  Demand. 

idC.  We'll  anfwer. 

\fi  C.  Say   if  th'had'ft   rather  hear  it  from   our 
mouths, 
Or  from  our  mailer  ? 

Mac.  Call  him  ;  let  me  fee  him. 

\Jl  C.  Pour  in  milk  that  fhe-afs  carries, 
Simple,  foft,  as  giv'n  in  Paris 
To  Englishmen. 

All.  Come  high  or  low ; 
Thyfelf  and  office  deftly  fhew. 

(Sign  oftheB—d  Head  rifes. 

Mac.  Tell  me,  thou  empty  fcull. 

i/?  C.  He  fmells  thy  thought, 
Hear  his  fpeech,  and  fay  thou  nought. 

Head.  Macboote,  Macboote,  Macboote,  of  W— kes 
beware, 
Avoiding  him,  nought  elfe  is  worth  thy  care. 

Mac.  Oh   head — moil  noble   head  !    I  give  thee 
thanks, 
Thou'fr.  prob'd  my   fears  to  th'  quick ;    one  word 
more. 

id  C.  He's  an  em — r  and  cannot  ftay, 
But  here's  his  fe— ry  not  wifer 

E  Than 


[6o] 

Than  his  matter. 

(Shade  of  a  powder*  d  Se — ry  rifes) 
Sec.  Macboote  !  Macboote  !  Macboote  ! 
Mac.  Had  I  three  ears  I'd  hear  thee. — 
Sec.    Be    bloody,    bold,    and    refolute,    laugh    to 
fcorn 
The  pen  of  W-kes— nought  but  a  gibbet  fhun, 
That  fatal  end,  from  which  myfelf  did  run, 
When  Wood's  do  move,  be  fure  thy  fate's  begun. 
Mac.  Then  write  on  W-kes,  what  need  I  fear  of 
thee, 
Since  noble  by  defcent,  I  ne'er  fhall  die 
Upon  a  common  gibbet,  fo — to  Paris — hye  ! 

Sec.  Good  b'ye.  (Sinks  in  a  great  hurry.) 

(Apparition  of  a  baftard  child  arifes,  with  a  bonnet 
on  his  head,  and  a  bannock  in  his  hand.) 

Mac.  What  is  this 
That  rifes  like  the  ilTue  of  a  Scot, 
And  carries  in  his  baby  hand  a  cake 
Of  barley  meal  ? 

All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not. 

Sc.  Ch.  Be  proud  and  infolent  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  who  confpirers  are; 
Macboote  a  happy  m-n-r  (hall  be 
Till  freedom  fprings  from  lofs  of  liberty, 
And  till  profufenefs  be  (economy 

Mac.  That  ne'er  (hall  be. 
Who  can  unite  abfurdity  in  terms? 
Can  freedom  fpring  from  lofs  of  liberty  ? 
Or  can  my  fav'rite  term  (economy 
Be  call'd  profufion  ?— Oh  !  fweet  bairn,  I  thank  thee, 

And 


And  yet  my  heart  longs  to  know  more, — pray  tell  me 
If  you  can  tell — £hall  Jacob's  ifTue  never 
Mount  a  throne  again  ? 
AIL  Seek  to  know  no  more  ! 
Mac.  I  will  be  fatisried — deny  me  this 
And  I  will  out  ye  all — ungrateful  flaves. 
Why  do  you  hang  your  heads  ?   What  noife  is  this  ? 

(More  hideous  groans  than  before) 
ift  C.  Shew  ! 
7.d  C.  Shew  ! 
3^  C.  Shew  ! 

All.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart ! 
Like  fbadows  come  and  (o  depart. 

(Eigi:t  m-mb-rs   appear    and  pafs  through  the 
apartment — IF-kes  the  la/I,  with  a  paper  in 
his  hand  infcribed  M-g-a  Ch-r-a. 
Mac.  Thou  art  like  the  fpirit  of  impeachment. 
Thy  fcream   doth   crack    my    ear-ftrings,    and   thy 

yell, 

Thou  other  legiflative  fiend  like  his— 

Another  is  like  the  former — blund  ring  boobies. 

Why     do    you   fhew    me    this  ?    a  fourth  ? — more 

yelling. 
What  !    will   their  clamours    break   the  drum  o'th' 

ears  ? 

Another  yet?  a  feventh  ! — I'll  fee  no  more — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  parchment 
That  bodes  me  many  fears — nay,  now  'tis  true, 
For  W-kes  in  M-g-a  Ch-r-a  arm'd,  grins  at  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his — What !   is  this  I 

iji  C.  Ay,  Sir,  it  mull:  be  fo — but  why  r 

Stands  Macboote  amazedly  ? 

K  z  Come 
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Come  brothers,  let  us  chear  our  hearts, 
T'enable  us  to  bear  our  parts 
I'th'  plot — we,  nor  can  make,  nor  marr  it, 
So — Madam,  pray  let's  have  fome  claret, 
That  this  great  lord  may  have  to  fay, 
His  mijirefs  did  his  welcome  pay. 

(Exit  Hecate  to  order  a  bottle  of  wine,) 
Philip,  a  very  inferior  conjuror  enters  in  a  great  hurry. 

Mac,  Thou  com'ft  to  ufe   thy  tongue,    thy  ftory 
quickly ! 

Philip-  My  gracious  Lord,    I    would   report   that 
which 
I  fay  1  know,  but  know  not  how  to  do't. 

Mac.  Well,  try  Sir ! 

Philip.  As  I  fate  within  my  defk 
And  look'd  toward   G — e   Street,    anon  methoughl 
A  Wood  began  to  move. 

id  C.  Liar  !  and  flave ! 

Philip.  Let  me  be  turn'd  adrift  ift  be  not  fo. 
Look  out  at  window,  you  may  fee  him  going, 
I  fay  a  moving  Wood! 

%d  C.  Moving  indeed  ! 

(Stepping  u  the  window  and  looking  out 

Enter  a  Doclor. 
Mac.  How  do'ft  thou,  good  Bardanus  ? 
Bard.  All  is   confirm'd,    my   lord,    that  was  re 

ported. 
Mac.  Send  out  more  courtiers,    fcour  the  placei 
Hang  thofe   that  fpeak   of  W— kes,    give  me  fomj 

whifky, 
How  do  your  patients,  doctor  I  Doclo 
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Doclor.  My  fweet  lord, 
They're  dying  faft,  in  fpite  of  all  my  balfam. 

Mac.  Throw  balfam  to  the  dogs — I'll  none  on't. 
Hecate,  my  fweet ! — Doctor,  the  mob  infults  me— 
Hecate,  I  fay, — if  thou  could'ft,  doctor,  purge 
The  humours  of  this  W-kes — abate  his  pride, 
And  humble  him  to  take  a  penfion  from  me, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  stiyjlatue 
That  mould  applaud  again. — 

Doclor.  I  cannot,  good  my  lord. 

Mac,  Take  thy  face  hence  ! 

(Exit  Doclor  with  a  low  bow, 
I  have  reign'd  long  enough — my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  reproach  and  infamy, — 
And  that  which  mould  attend  on  refignatioti, 
As  praife,  and  gratitude,  and  troops  of  friends, 
I  muft  not  look  to  have — but  in  their  ftead 
Curfes  both  loud  and  deep — Oh  Hecate,  come 
Thy  faithful  Sawney  fave,  whofe  life — whofe  foul 
Are  truly  thine! 

Enter  Hecate. 
Hec.  Come  then,  my  gallant  fwain, 
Since  fate  no  longer  will  propitious  prove 
To  all  I  venerate  and  all  I  love, 
With  gentle  action,  mount  the  beezom  ftrait, 
And  I'll  convey  you  fafe  to  H — g— -e. 

(Macboote  mounts  the  beezom* 
Both.    Farewel,    thou   town    ungrateful   and   un- 
civil ; 
Farewel,  thou  London,  dwelling  of  the  devil. 

(Bothjly  of. 
E  3  ON 


[  H  I 

ON    THE    DISMISSION 

OF    EARL    TEMPLE    FROM    THE    LIEUTENANCY   OF    THE. 
COUNTY    OF     BUCKS. 

*~p  O  honour  virtue  in  the  lord  of  Stowe, 

The  pow 'r  of  courtiers  can  no  further  go  ; 
Forbid  him  Court,  from  Council  blot  his  name, 
E'en  thefe  diflin&ions  cannot  rafe  his  fame. 
Friend  to  the  liberties  of  England's  ftate, 
'Tis  not  to  courts  he  looks  to  make  him  great; 
He  to  his  much  lov'd  country  trufts  his  caufe, 
And  dares  afTert  the  honour  of  her  laws. 


ON  THE  30th  OF  NOVEMBER 

being   st.  Andrew's  day,  and   the  birth-day  of 
the   princess   dowager  of  wales. 

T  TAIL  black  November,  in  whofe  foggy  rear, 
■*■       Rich  Autumn  lingers  e'er  he  leaves  the  year, 
The  late  r'pe  cath'rine  peach  adorns  thy  train, 
And  lufcious  medlars  rot  beneath  thy  reign. 
And  now  while  Andrew  and  Auguita  fmile, 
Charming  new  funs  to  chear  our  gloomy  ifle, 
In  the  fame  flow'ry  bed  fair  union  mows, 
Beauteouilv  twin'd,  a  thiille  and  a  rofe. 


E  P  I- 


[65] 


EPIGRAM. 

CAY,  when  will  England  be  from  faction  freed  ?     - 
^  When  will  domeflic  quarrels  ceafe  ? 
Ne'er  till  that  wifh'd-for  epitaph  we  read, 

"  Here  lies  the  man  that  made  the  peace."  E.  G« 


A  SINGULAR  ADVERTISEMENT 
VERSIFIED. 

TO    THE    GENTLEMEN,   CLERGY,    AND    FREEHOLDERS 
OF    THE    COUNTY   OF    GLOUCESTER.* 

A  Courtier  profefs'd,  much  efteem'd  by  the  great, 
As  a  weather-cock  fixt  to  a  point,  or  asfatt9 
I  fend  my  beft  compliments  round  the  whole  fhire  : 
A  fteady  old  boy,  and  a  young  voluntier : 

*  To    the    gentlemen,    clergy,    and    freeholders    of    the    county    of 
Gloucefter. 

gkntlemen; 
THOUGH  I  am  fixed  as  fate,  to  abide  by  the  determination  of  the  ge- 
neral meeting  of  the  13th  inftant,  permit  me  to  declare  my  wifhes  that 
lord  COLERAINE  may  be  the  objecl  of  your  choice,  as  I  know  kim 
to  be  a  man  of  honour  and  principle,  and  moft  obnoxious  to  the  late 
convention  of  the  28th  of  M*rch. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Grofvenor.fi  reet,  Gentlemen, 

April  4,  1763.  Your  obliged  and  devoted  fervant, 

N.    BERKELEY. 

E  4  *y 
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Tko'asfate  lamjixt,  and  refolv'd  to  abide, 
In  turns,  as  it  happens,  by  this  or  that  fide; 
Permit  me,  good  people,  to  now  recommend 
This  very,  good  lord,  and  my  very  good  friend; 
Pray  let  him  hive  yours,  as  I  give  him  my  voic?, 
And  make  this  choice  cbjecl-  your  object  of  choice. 
I  know  him — that's  all — he  will  flick  to  his  plan, 
Like  a  harmlefs,  obnoxious,  pretty  fort  of  a  man. 
My  merits  you  know,  and  you'll  thank  me,  I'm  clear, 
For  thinking  fo  much  of  your  cyder  this  year: 
In  behalf  of  which  tax  Td  be  proud  to  divide^ 
Tho*  the  whole  houfe  oppofs'd,  with  my  *  friend  on 

my  fide. 
Obnoxious  I  am,  and  obnoxious  is  HE, 
And  obnoxious  this  lord — fo  obnoxious  all  three. 
I  rely  on  your  favours — (o  grant  me  this  fuit, 
And  depend  on  my  fervice  to  tell  my  lord  Bute. 


ON  A  CERTAIN  LAWYER'S 

TAKING     A    PATENT    OF    PRECEDENCE    IN     1 7^4- 

QEE  !  from  his  colours,  turncoat  Y retreat ! 

V  And  hurnbly  caft  himfelf  at  G -He's  feetj 

Warm  from  his  heart,  in  copious  mufic  now, 
Prerogative's  melodious  accents  flow  ; 
While  tame  fervility  with  longing  eyes, 
Courts,  and  would  hope,  a  H— y's  f—  1  the  prize. 

♦  Sir  J—  D d. 

Why 
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Why  lives  not  Churchill's  fpirit  to  rehearfe, 
Such  proftitution  in  immortal  verfe  ; 
And,  on  the  ftrong  foundation  of  fuch  fhame, 
Erect  a  monument  to  Norton's  fame  ? 
Tho'  dead  the  mufe,  yet  hift'ry  ftill  remains, 
And  truth,  to  biufh  at  fuch  unmanly  (rains. 

AN     ODE,     1764. 

\T7Hence  can  arife  thefe  dread  alarms  ? 
Why  are  the  rabble  up  in  arms  ? 

And  why  this  mighty  faction  ? 
No  Mary  Squires,  no  Cock-lane  Ghoft, 
No  witch  to  drown,  no  priefr.  to  roaft, 
No  Batteaux -plats  upon  our  coaft, 

To  keep  their  minds  in  action. 

Nor  Lord  to  hang,  nor  Chief  to  fhoot, 
No  bonfires  now  for  Clive  or  Coote, 

No  Indian  fpoils  to  fhare, 

That diftrefs'd  our  trade, 

How  much  his  fervice  was  o'er-paid, 
And  what  a  fhameFul  peace  we  made, 

Is  all  an  old  affair. 

Implore  of  heav'n  fome  phantom  new, 
'Till  war  (hall  be  again  in  view, 

To  keep  the  people  quiet ; 
Elfe  ft  all  we  be  at  wond'rous  pains, 
Since  there's  no  foe  abroad  remains, 
To  knock  out  one  another's  brains, 

Jn  party-feuds  and  riot. 


Who 
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Who  then  to  feek  in  fuch  a  cafe 
But  thofe  true  patriots  out  of  place, 

Thofe  only  men  of  merit; 
Not  who  from  principle  refign'd, 
But  thofe  not  let  to  fray  behind, 
Thev  always  can  an  objecl:  find 

That's  worthy  fuch  a  fpirit. 

Yes,  when  their  hopeful  fchemes  are  croft, 
Their  incenfe  gone,  their  fal'ries  loft, 

They've  quite  fufHcient  reafon  ; 
(So  Yas  been  judg'd,  at  leaft  of  late,) 
To  fet  at  variance  K —  and  State, 
That  perturbaricn  to  create, 

But  little  fhort  of  t . 

How  oft  in  this  unft?ady  realm, 
Shall  headftrong feize  the  helm 

Through  popular  delufion  ! 

Confcfs  no  Sov' n  but  the  mob, 

And  being  each  affign'd  his  job, 
Their  c — ;nt — y  thus  combine  to  rob, 

And  fpoil  its  conftitution. 

-,  thy  caufe  was  fure  the  worft, 


Yet  own'd  in  ev'ry  caufe  the  firft 

For  virtues  as  for  birth  ; 
Tears  at  thy  death  from  all  fides  flow, 
But  hadft  thou  died  fome  years  ago, 
The  public  had  not  honour'd  fo 
'1  hy  then  unjidhed  worth. 
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Is  there  no  praife,  no  glory  due, 
To  Gr — N —  now,  nor  e'en  to  you 

When  out  of  oppofition ; 

There  S r is  endear'd  to  fame, 

There  C too  a  fav'rite  name, 

Nor  one  nor  t'other  was  to  blame 

In  fight  or  expedition. 

Thefe  all  are  blefs'd  with  wealth  and  parts, 
With  knowing  heads  and  honeft  hearts 

They  love  the  Common-weal ; 

G 's  a  p of  vaft  renown, 

T owes  nothing  to  the  Crown, 

But  cringing  to  a  giddy  town 

Difplays  a  noble  zeal. 

S has  judgment,  L fenfe, 


B harangues  in  mood  and  tenfe, 

H fhews  both  wit  and  reading, 

T ftability  and  truth, 

P integrity  and  youth, 

Nor  \V nor  B are  uncouth 

In  vifage  or  in  breeding. 


Rare  heroes  thefe  to  brave  their 

So  good,  fo  wife,  to  every  thing 

Great  oracles  of  freedom  ; 
Fit  leaders  of  a  clam'rous  throng, 
'Gainfr.  all  in  office,  right  or  wrongs 
In  hopefs,  no  doubt,  before  'tis  long, 

That  they  (hall  fuperfede  'em. 


Let's 
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Let's  fift  both  parties  man  by  man, 
For  e'er  fince  government  began, 

E'en  to  this  very  hour, 
The  nation's  faith  hath  been  abus'd, 
We've  been  too  eafily  amus'd, 
With  cant  of  patrlotifm  us'd, 

To  cover  lufl  of  pow'r. 

Many  there  are  both  out  and  in 
Difpos'd  to  go  through  thick  and  thin, 

And  fo  I  end  my  ftory, 

Infcrib'd  to  H and  to  H , 

Statefmen  who  often  have  been  tried 
And  always  chufe  the  ftrongeft  fide, 

Be't  either  Wbigoi  Tory, 


AN     INSCRIPTION 

FOR    A    COLUMN    AT    RUNNYMEDE    WINDSOR. 
BY    DR.    AKENSIDE. 

*"T"*  HOU  who  the  verdant  plain  doll:  traverfe  here, 
While  Thames   among  his  willows  from  thy 
view 
Retires ;  O  flranger,  fray  thee,  and  the  fcene 
Around  contemplate  well.     This  is  the  place 
Where  England's  ancient  barons,  clad  in  arms, 
And  flern  with  conqueft,  from  their  tyrant  king 
(Then  render'd  tame)  did  challenge  and  fecure 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom.     Pafs  not  on 

Till 
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Till  thou  have  blefs'd  their  memory,  and  paid 
Thofe  thanks,  which  God  appointed  the  reward 
Of  public  virtue  :  And  if  chance  thy  home 
Salute  thee  with  a  father's  honour'd  name, 
Go  call  thy  fons ;  inftrucl  them  what  a  debt 
They  owe  their  anceftors  ;  and  make  them  fwear 
To  pay  it,  by  tranfmitting  down  entire 
Thofe  facred  rights  to  which  themfelves  were  born. 


SENT    WITH    A 

PIECE  OF  PAINTED  FLOWERED  SILK, 

TO    LADY    CHARLES    SPENCER,    WHO    SAID    SHE    WAS 
LOW    IN    POCKET. 

BY    THE    RIGHT    HON.    COUNTESS    TEMPLE. 

Q I N  CE  the  times  are  fo  bad,  and  are  ftill  growing 

*~*  worfe, 

You  may  call  this  your  own  without  finking  your 

purfe. 
The  nymphs  and  the  fawns  fay  the  pattern  is  new, 
And  that  Flora's  gay  pencil  defign'd  it,  is  true  : 
It  was  finim'd  and  deftin'd  for  beauty's  fair  queen  ; 
So  to  whom  it  belongs  is  moft  eafily  feen. 
Tho'  flowrets  foon  wither  yet  thefe  will  not  die, 
When  fading,  reviv'd  by  a  beam  from  your  eye ; 
If  you  only  breathe  on  'em  they'll  fill  the  whole  room 
With  fweets  far  furpafiing  Arabia's  perfume. 
Refufe  not  this  trifle,  your  title  is  clear, 
And  Spencer  will  vouch  it,  tho'  married  a  year.      ^ 

T  O 


TO    THE    EARL    TEMPLE, 

ON      GARDENING. 
BY    THE     SAME. 

T>  Y  commerce,  Albion,  and  by  arms  refin'd, 

Sought  for  the  charms  of  art  and  nature  join'd  5 

Along  the  banks  of  her  own  Thames  fhe  flray'd, 

Where  the  gay  fitters  of  the  waters  play'd, 

In  many  a  foft  meander  wildly  rov'd, 

And  grac'd  the  meadows  which  their  ftream.improv'd. 

She  markM  romantic  Windfor's  warlike  pride, 

To  learning's  peaceful  feat  fo  near  ally'd  ; 

Where  Temple's  bofom  early  figh'd  for  praife, 

Struck  with  th'  infpiring  fame  of  ancient  days.; 

She  came  where  filver  Thames  and  Ifis  bright, 

Their  friendly  treafures  in  one  ftream  unite  ; 

Where  princes,  prelates,  nYd  with  patriot  views, 

By  generous  gifts  invited  every  mufe  \ 

Where  every  mu(e  her  grateful  tribute  brought, 

And  virtue  pra&is'd  what  found  learning  taught  5 

At  length  her  longing  eves  and  hallow'd  feet, 

Reach  verdant  Stowe's  magnificent  retreat, 

Where  fame  and  truth  had  promis'd  fhe  (liculd  find 

Scenes  to  improve  and  pleafe  her  curious  mind, 

Each  ftep,  invention,  elegance  difplay'd, 

Such,  as  when  Churchill  wooes  the  Aonian  maid, 

And  joins  in  eafy  graceful  negligence, 

Th'  harmonious  pow'rs  of  verfe,  with  Jlerling  fenfe  5 

Such,  as  when  Pouffin's  or  Albano's  hand 

On  glowing  canvas  the  rich  landfcape  plann'd, 

And 
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And  claflic  genius  ftrove,  by  mimic  art, 
Thro*  the  admiring  eye  to  reach  the  heart. 
Amidft  the  wonders  of  each  finking  fcene, 
High  on  the  fummit  of  a  floping  green 
A  folemn  temple,  in  proportion  true, 
Magnificently  fimple,  courts  the  view  ; 
Concord  and  victory  with  pride  proclaim 
This  manfion  facred  to  BiiLannia,s  fame, 
Whofe  form  majeftic,  from  all  hands,  receives 
The  various  product  ev'ry  region  gives, 
Pieas'd  at  her  feet  their  choiceft  gifts  to  Jav, 
And  homage  to  her  pow'r  fuperior  pay ; 
The  fculptur'd  walls  her  glories  pad  declare, 
In  proud  memorials  f  of  fuccefsful  war. 
No  factious  facrifice  to  France  and  Spain 
Thofe  confecrated  trophies  can  profane ; 
For  public  J  liberty  her  awful  feat 
Here  fixing,  here  protects  her  laft  retreat ; 
Where  to  the  great  and  good  in  every  (hade, 
The  fragrant  tribute  of  juft  praife  is  paid  : 
Where  the  prime  beauties  form'd  by  nature's  hand 
Throughout  her  works  in  every  diftant  land, 
Tranfplanted,  fiourifh  in  their  native  eafe, 

And  as  by  magic  charm  collected,  pleaie 

Here  the  fair  queen  of  this  heroic  ifle, 
Imperial  Albion,  with  a  gracious  fmile 
Confefs'd,  (he  lovely  nature  faw  at  laffc 
Unite  with  art,  and  both  improv'd  by  tafte. 

*  The  alto  relievo  in  the  pediment. 
•f"  The  medallions  of  the  victories. 

X  The  ftatue   of  public  liberty  placed  in  the   middle  niche  of  the 
temple. 
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IN       THE 

ABOVE    NOBLE   LORD'S 

BEAUTIFUL  GARDENS    AT    STOWE,    IS  THE   FOLLOWING 
SINGULAR    INSCRIPTION. 

To  the  memory 
of 

SlGNIOR   FlDO, 

an  Italian  of  good  extraction  ; 
who  came  into  England, 
not  to  bite  us,  like  moft  of  his  countrymen, 
but  to  gain  an  honeft  livelihood. 
He  hunted  not  after  fame, 
yet  acquired  it ; 
regardlefs  of  the  praife  of  his  friends, 
but  moit  fenfible  of  their  love. 
Tho'  he  liv'd  amongd:  the  great, 
he  neither  Iearn'd  nor  flatter'd  any  vice. 
He  was  no  bigot, 
Tho'  he  doubted  of  none  of  the  39  articles. 
And,  if  to  follow  nature, 
and  to  refpecl  the  laws  of  fociety, 
be  philofophy, 
he  was  a  perfect  philofopher; 
a  faithful  friend, 
an  agreeable  companion, 
a  loving  hufband, 
diftinguifh'd  by  a  numerous  offspring, 
all  which  he  lived  to  fee  take  ^ood  courfes* 
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In  his  old  age  he  retir'd 

to  the  houfe  of  a  clergyman  in  the  country, 

where  he  finifh'd  his  earthly  race, 

And  died  an  honour  and  an  example  to  the  whole  fpecies. 

Pleader, 

This  ftone  is  guiltlefs  of  flattery, 

for  he  to  whom  it  is  infcrib'd 

was  not  a  man, 

but  a 
Grey-hound, 


FEMALE    CHARACTERS. 

L--Y    N D. 

^T"1  H  E  Oefcent  mines  ! — N is  near ! 

Tafte,  grandeur,  order,  in  her  form  appear  ! 
Still  affable,  tho'  of  a  warriour's  race  ; 
Peace  in  her  breaft,  and  plenty  in  her  face. 

L--Y   h . 

A  beauty  comes !  a  heroine  in  her  air ; 
Behold  her  as  a  man,  yet  yielding  as  a  fair : 
On  her  loft  bread:  the  doves  of  Venus  brood, 
And  fill  her  veins  with  Charles's  am'rous  blood, 

L--Y    P 

Affected  wifdom  has  a  woman  made 
To  wear  foul  linen,  and  defpife  brocade  ! 
Flow  nobly  did  (lie  with  her  ftatues  part  I 
Tho'  marble  is  the  thing:  that's  next  her  heart. 


L  -Y 
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L— Y    H--DW — E. 

In  riches,  titles,  honours,  fee  her  foar ; 
In  all  the  attitudes  of  grandeur — poor ; 
Her  fpare  defert  is  of  forbidden  fruit ; 
Her  paftry — lafting  as  a  Chanc'ry-fuit. 


op  


A  well-tim'd  pr cy  has  title  gain'd  : 

Who  dares  to  fay,  the  coronet  is  ftain'd  ? 

To  eafe  love's  wounds  contributes  all  her  pow'r  $ 

A  faithful  clue  to  Rofamonda's  bower. 

L--Y    C-V-NT-Y. 

Behold  the  wonder  of  her  fex  and  time  ! 
Dangerous,  yet  foft ;  a  mortal,  tho'  divine  f 
Some  little  arts  to  raife  her  charms  allow ; 
The  force  of  nature  cou'd  no  further  go. 

L— Y    PL-M--TH. 

A  wife,  a9  Pallas  fair,  without  defign  ; 

Rules  without  noife,  and  makes  her  fway  divine : 

No  arts,  no  levity  in  her  are  feen, 

Tho'  more  inviting  than  the  Cyprian  queen. 

L-Y   W-LD-GR-VK. 

Brighter  than  Phcebus  in  his  fierce  career, 
Fair  W-ld-gr-ve  glows  in  her  exalted  fphere  ; 
She  fpreads  her  influence  as  fhe  fpreads  her  light, 
Blefles  all  nature,  and  is  nature's  night. 
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A       SKETCH. 

Written  on  the  change  of  the  ministry  in  1765. 
Difce  cmnes. 

T  J  O  W  vain  are  hopes  !  how  changeable  is  man  ! 
P  A  Shall  Whigs  complete  what  Jacobites  began  ? 
Whigs  do  I  call  them  ?    Keav'ns  ?    how  falfe    the 

claim  ! 
Ne'er  let  the  Slaves  profane  that  facred  name. 
Who  is  their  leader  ?   Who  directs  the  'band  ? 
By  whom  are  all  their  feeble  meafares  plann'd  f 
E'en  by  that  haughty,  timid,  treacherous  thing, 
Who  fears  a  fhadow, — yet  who  rules  a  k— - . 

Clofe  to  his  flandard,  trembling,  firft  appears, 
An  hoary  dotard,  bent  by  weight  of  years  ; 
The  arch  preceptor  in  corruption's  fchool, 
In  worth  a  bankrupt,  and  in  fenfe  a  fool ; 
A  would-be  Jove  to  grafp  the  golden  fhow'r, 
With  hands  unnerved  fcrambling  ftiil  for  pow'r  ; 
True  to  no  party,  fleady  to  no  plan, 
Three- fcore  and  twelve,  and  never  yet  a  man. 

Next  comes  the  pale,  unfiedg'd,  ill-tutor'd  boy, 
Newmarket's  glory,  and  the  cock-pit's  joy ; 
(None  need  I  mention,  for  he  ihines  at  all, 
Except  but  one — the  Cockpit  at  Whitehall) 
From  honour's  paths  his  wildnefs  to  reftrain, 
A  (launch,  olrd  Tory  bears  the  flripling's  train. 

Let  thefe  contrafted  fpecimens  fufnee, 
To  place  her  guides  before  Britannia's  eyes: 

■F  2  Then 
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Then  let  her  judge  :  and  if  the  picture's  juft, 

Shall  (he  truft  their,  who  can't  each  other  trufl? 

Various  as  winds,  in  this  they  all  agree, — 

To  Aaron's  golden  calf  to  bend  the  knee. 

Their  boafrs  of  freedom  let  one  line  refute, — 

Dare  they  difmifs  th'  acknowledg'd  friends  of  Bute  ? 

N.  C.  M.  S.  C. 


TO    THE   LATE    MINORITY. 

WRITTEN      ON      READING       THE      HISTORY      OF     THEIR. 

CONDUCT,    ENTITLED  "  AN   HISTORY  OF 

THE    LATE    MINORITY,    &C." 

BY    THE    SAME. 

Sunt  certi  denique  lines. 

j\ND  dees  it  gall  you  then,  ye  venal  crew  ? 
*     .  Does  blJVry  wring  your  fouls,  becaufe  'tis  true? 
O  word  of  libels  !  Satire  mod:  fevere  ; 
When  truth  convictive  ftrikes  the  culprit's  ear  ; 
When  confeious  guilt  flands  glaring  in  his  eye, 
And  his  face  owns  it,  tho'  his  words  deny. 
Let  minions  rave,  and  penjion'd  creatures  rail, 
Truth  is  all-pow'rful,  and  muft  {till  prevail. 
Look  back,  ye  flaves,  to  that  ill-omen'd  day,  1 

W~hen  blufhing  freedom  mark'd    your  treach'rous  ' 
way,  I 

Fraught  with  deceit ^  and  eager  to  betray :  J 

Deferted 


} 
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Deferted  Temple,  foremoft  on  the  plain, 
Where  wav'd  her  banners,  call'd  you  back  in  vain  ; 
Pitt's  voice  in  thunder  warn'd  you  from  a  throne, 
Where  Bute  in  fplendid  ufurpation  (hone, 
King-like,  arrav'd  with  honours  not  his  own  ! 
While  all  around  his  fervile,  cringing  clan 
Purfued  the  traces  of  thefav'rite's  plan ; 
And  brainlefs  heads,  falfe  hearts,  and  fervile  hands, 
Enforc'd  obedience  to  his  word  commands. 
Freedom  unplac'd,  was  robb'd  of  all  her  charms, 
And  foul  oppreffion  won  you  to  her  arms. 

Ye  weak  fupporters  of  a  defperate  caufe, 
Deferve  for  once  your  country's  juft  applaufe  ; 
Your  bungling  talents  now  can  only  fuit 
The  dark,  iniidious  ftratagems  of  Bute  ; 
Refign,  retire,  forego  the  dangerous  field, 
Saul's  armour  leave  to  thofe  who  beft  can  wield  ; 

The  pond'rous  fhield  which  Temple's  arm  could 
bear, 
Shall  feeble  Rockingham  prefume  to  wear  ? 
The  tow'ring  helmet  fure  can  never  fit 
Richmond  or  Conway,  which  was  made  for  Pitt. 
Genius  of  England  !  freedom's  guardian  !  rife  : 
To  fave  thy  fons  fome  glorious  means  devife ; 
To  head  thy  pow'rs  be  fome  Great  Chief  explor'd, 
Nor  let  each  puny  Whipjler  feize  thy  fword. 


F  3  THE 
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THE   MUSE  AT  A  HORSE-RACE 

A    BALLAD,    ADDRESSED    TO    C— T    AND    COUNTRY 
JOCKIES. 

\JL7  H  E  N  my  Clio  is  gay, 
It  is  always  my  way, 

In  my  pleafuies  to  give  her  a  place  ; 
So  I  ordered  my  chaife, 
(For  the  mures  love  eafe) 

And  I  drove  her  away  to  a  race. 

All  the  lads  far  and  near, 
With  their  lafies  were  there, 

Not  a  tonft  in  the  country  was  miiHng : 
"  Young  Phillis  and  Dolly, 
"  And  cherry  cheek'd  Molly, 

"  And  Peggy,  fo  noted  for  killing." 

When  the  clock  had  ftruck  five, 
The  whole  field  grew  alive, 

And  the  drum  gave  a  fpring  to  each  heart  $ 
But,  alas  !  not  a  horfe 
That  had  blood  for  the  courfe, 

Was  enter'd,  or  ready  to  Hart. 

What  was  then  to  be  done, 
For  a  race  muft  be  run, 

That  no  blank  may  be  left  in  the  day  Fj 
«c  If  merit  won't  venture, 
«  And  hackneys  will  enter, 

"  Why  hackneys  muft  pocket  the  pay." 


To 
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To  the  poll  they  repair'd, 
Each  fearing  and  fear'd, 

Hoping  all  from  each  other's  demerit ; 
When  they  darted,  their  fame 
Was  exactly  the  fame, 

And  'twas  hard  to  fay  which  had  moft  fpirit. 

To  fee  poor  jades  fo  lafh'd, 
So  kicked,  fpurr'd,  and  thrafh'd, 

Was  too  fharp  for  foft  nature,  like  mine  ; 
Yet  to  give  them  their  due, 
While  a  plate  was  in  view, 

Their  hearts  were  too  great  to  repine. 

They  joftled  and  crofs'd, 
Ran  on  both  fides  the  poft, 

Ev'ry  ftroke  was  the  caufe  of  fome  blunder  j 
Yet,  the  knowing  ones  faid, 
(And  they  live  by  the  trade) 

"  That  to  fee  fuch  quick  turns  was  a  wonder." 

Not  to  fpin  out  my  ditty, 
The  mufe  waxed  witty, 

And  rallied  me  thus  with  a  fneer  j 
If  races  like  thefe, 
Can  amufe  and  can  pleafe, 

O,  why  left  we  town  to  come  here  ! 

At  the  end  of  Pall-mall, 

There's  a  fpot  you  know  well,    -  i 

Where  the  mufes  on  birth-days  refort ; 
For  except  on  that  day, 
When  they  fing  for  their  pay, 

With  G He  each  mufe  fled  the  C — t. 

F  4  Now 
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Now  hacks  of  all  prices, 
All  ages,  and  fizes, 

Are  train'd  for  the  race  in  July; 
When  B— e,  e'er  he'll  venture 
To  let  any  enter, 

In  private  their  bottoms  miift  try. 

If  he  hits  on  a  breed 

He  can  manage  fullfpeed, 

And  turn  at  the  top  of  their  rate  ; 
Tho'  ponies  or  pacers, 
He  puffs  them  for  racers, 

And  ftarts  'em  to  win  the  king's  plate. 

Since  cuftoms  fo  bafe 
Sank  the  name  of  this  race, 

Good  horfes  all  pafs  to  the  leeward  ; 
And  truft  me,  my  friend, 
Our  C— t  races  won't  mend 

As  lon»  as  1—  B is  a  Steward. 


A    PARODY 

UPON    THE    FAMOUS    BATTLE    OF     CHEVY    CHASE. 

f^  O  D  profper  long  our  noble  king, 
^"^    Our  lives  and  fafcties  all  ? 
What  woeful  difcord  once  there  did 
In  Britain's  ifle  befall !    . 
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To  drive  three  kingdoms,  hound  and  horn, 

Earl  St 1  took  his  way, 

The  child  may  rue  that  was  not  born, 

A  Scotfman  on  that  day. 

The  flout  earl  of  Northumberland 

A  vow  to  God  did  make, 
A  daughter  of  this  Scottifh  peer's, 

His  fon  to  wife  fhould  take ; 

The  choiceft  honours  of  the  land 

To  win  and  bear  away  ; 
The  ti Jings  to  earl  Temple  came, 

At  Cotes's  where  he  lay  ; 

Who  fent  lord  Percy  prefect  word 

He  would  prevent  his  fport, 
The  ftately  earl  not  fearing  this, 

Did  daily  goto  court, 

With  five  and  forty  Bowman's  *  bold, 

All  chofen  men  of  might, 
Who  knew  full  well  in  time  of  need, 

To  cringe  and  bow  aright. 

Thefe  gallant  heroes  foon  began 

To  gain  the ear, 

At  Chriftmas  they  great  places  got, 

As  plainly  doth  appear  j 

*  See  Bowman  in  the  farce  of  Lethe. 
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And,  e'er  the  fpring  was  o'er,  they  did 

A  thoufand  boons  obtain, 
Which  once  pofTefs'd  they  fhrewdly  went 

To  crave  for  more  again. 

The  Bowman's  mufter'd  at  Whitehall  *, 

Their  votes  were  all  fecure  ; 
And  fixteen  of  the  u~ r  h— e 

Each  day  were  guarded  fure. 

Wild  Highlanders  forfook  their  holds, 

Proud  offices  to  take ; 
And  commiiiariesfrom  the  dales, 

Did  princely  fortunes  make. 

To  Sion-houfe  earl  P-rcy  went, 

('Twas  in  the  gazetteer ;) 
Quoth  he,  lord  B— -  hath  promifed 

This  day  to  meet  me  here  : 

If  that  I  thought  he  would  not  come, 

No  longer  would  I  flay  ; 
With  that  his  lord/hip's  gentleman, 

Did  on  the  flair- cafe  fay, 

to. 

M  Lo  !  yonder  doth  lord  B —  appear, 

"  I  fee  his  {tar  fo  bright, 
cc  Full  twenty  yeomen,  clad  in  plaids, 

Are  marching  in  our  fight. 

*  The  cockpit. 


"  All 
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*c  All  men  of  pleafant  Tiviotdale, 
"  Faft  by  the  river  Tweed  ; 

Then  call  my  fon,  (the  C s  faid) 

And  fign  the  deeds  with  fpeed. 

For  now  to  the  degree  of  duke 

My  hufband  I'll  advance; 
And  while  he  pranks  it  here  at  home, 

Why  I'll  parade  in  France. 

The  bridegroom  fboke  the  lady  fair, 
Then  mounted  on  his  horfe, 

And  fo  without  his  beaver  rode, 
Like  Charles  of  Charing-crofs. 

He  wiftied  for  tilts  and  tournaments, 
That  he  might  break  a  fpear : 

The  C s,  with  a  herald's  voice, 

Prociaim'd  it  far  and  near. 

Young  Percy  on  his  long-tail'd  Heed, 

Mo  ft  like  a  warrior  bold, 
Pranc'd  forernoit.  of  the  company, 

His  houiing  fiiug'd  with  gold. 

Now  all  the  chiefs  in  pow'r  agreed, 
That  they  might  nothing  fear, 

To  fend  fuch  terms  to  W-ll— m  P—  t 
As  he  might  deign  to  hear. 

The  firft  that  did  the  tender  make, 
Was  noble  S -%  he, 

Who  faid,  If  thou  wilt  li'il  with  us, 
Thou  pr— y  {—\  ihalt  be  : 


So 
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So  we'll  cajole  the  clam'rous  throng  ; 

Whilft  lam  ftill  in  play; 
And  half  the  charges  of  the  ftate 

Thyfelf  fhalt  give  away. 

Nay  hear  me,  B-— ,  the  patriot  cry'd, 

For  e'er  I  hold  with  thee, 
I  know  thee  well,  an  earl  thou  art, 

I  too  an  earl  muft  be. 

Thy  meafures  I  will  then  adopt, 

And  all  employments  fill, 
With  Sh— lb— e,  B ,  and  fuch  folk, 

Tho'  they  had  done  me  ill. 

Let  thou  and  I  the  burden  try, 

And  fet  reft  the  afide ; 
Mackenzie  to  his  poft  reftor'd, 

Nor  C — md — n's  fuit  deny'd. 

Then  ftepp'd  a  gallant  'fquire  forth, 
Will  B — ckf— -d  was  his  name; 

Who  laid,  I  would  not  have  it  told 
On  London  'Change,  for  fhame  ; 

That  e'er  fuch  treaty  was  on  foot, 

While  I  ftood  looking  on  ; 
You  are  two  earls,  faid  Will  B — ckf— d, 

And  I  a  'fquire  alone. 

I'll  do  the  heft  that  do  I  may, 

This  feffion — if  you  ftand, 
And,  for  reward,  I  then  fhall  claim 

A  peerage  of  the  land. 


O 
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Our  new  allies  did  fuch  difmifs 

Were  found  not  (launch  and  true, 
The  Yorkshire  and  the  Suffex  whigs 

At  once  they  overthrew. 

To  drive  the  city  hound  and  horn, 

Lord  Ch m  had  the  bent, 

To  move  addrefTes  at  Guildhall, 

In  vain  Hal.  C — nw —  fent. 

To  quell  a  mob  themfelves  had  rais'd, 

Were  new  expedients  found, 
Whilft  many  of  our  faireft  laws 

Lay  trampled  on  the  ground. 

O  Lord  !  it  was  a  grief  to  fee, 

And  likewife  for  to  hear, 
The  dire  reproaches  Ch m  bore 

From  t'other  patriot  p — r. 

At  laft  thefetwo  great  ea— Is  did  meet, 

Like  minifters  of  might, 
But  for  the  nation's  intereft, 

Of  that  they  made  but  flight. 

They  talk'd  until  they  both  did  fweat, 

With  an  outrageous  zeal; 
And  hugely  ftruggled  which  of  them 

Should  rule  the  commonweal. 

Yield  thou,  earl  Temple,  C cry'd, 

In  faith  I  will  thee  bring, 
Where  thou  {halt  high  advanced  be 

By  G our  BritiOi 

Tht 


[88] 

The  public  good  III  freely  give, 

And  thus  report  of  thee, 
Thou  art  by  far  the  fitteft  man 

To  head  the  tr— f~y. 

To  th'  earl  of  Ch— —  Tern— e  faid, 

Thy  profers  I  do  fcorn  ; 
I  will  not  yield  to  any  Scot 

That  ever  yet  was  born. 

With  that  there  came  a  ftatefman  keen* 
Who  long  had  lurk'd  below  -f 

And  to  earl  Tern— e's  firm  refolve 
Did  give  the  final  blow. 

Who  never  fpoke  more  words  than  thefe} 

"  No  terms  I'll  have  at  all, 
«c  But  with  my  gentle  brother  George 

"  Will  henceforth  rife  or  fall." 

Then  {talking  off,  e--l  C— took 

The  tall  man  by  the  hand, 
And  faid,  e--l  Tern— e,  for  thy  eafe, 

I'd  give  half  Py—f—'s  land. 

O  Lord  V  my  very  heart  doth  bleed 

With  forrow  for  thy  fake  ; 
For  fure  there's  fcarcealord  alive 

But  would  fuch  bargain  take. 

A  knight  among  the  Scots  there  is, 

Whom  no  one  dare  deny ; 
For  him  my  coufin  H-gl-y's  wrath 

I  muft  and  (hall  defy. 
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Sir  H---y  R-ch-rt  is  he  call'd, 

Of  head  and  heart  mod  bright  j 
"Nor  do  1  know  fo  quick  a  man 

For  parlance  or  for  fight,. 

He  led  our  expeditions  all, 

Without  or  dread  or  fear, 
And  is  in  war  as  politics, 

A  hardy  pioneer. 

And  there's  a  duke  of  force  and  might 

Is  full  a  match  for  Go— r ; 
Nor  did  he  treat  like  Ro— k m, 

Who  turn'd  me  from  his  door. 

So  thus  did  both  thefe  patriots  jar, 

Whofe  virtue  none  could  {tain ; 
E— 1  Ch faid,  I  ftill  perceive 

We  may  be  friends  again. 

He  had  a  crutch  beneath  his  arm, 

Made  of  a  trufty  tree ; 
A  paper  in  his  gouty  hand, 

A  cloth- yard  long  had  he. 

To  this  new  lift  of  pen rs, 

Some  friends  of  Stowe  he  fet; 
E — 1  T e  took  and  rubb'd  them  out, 

E'en  while  the  ink  was  wet. 

Their  fquabbles  held  till  clofe  of  day, 

From  the  meridian  fun  ; 
And  when  they  rung  the  dinner  bell, 

The  meat  was  overdone. 

With 
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With  the  e— 1  Tcm — e  there  remained 

The  lord  of  L-tti-t — n  ; 
And  with  his  Grace  of  Bloomfbury, 

R — gby  that  bold  baron* 

With  ftout  Sir  Fl-tch-r  fell  Sir  C—les, 

Afcribe  of  good  account; 
And  D-dfw-11  the  exchequer  man, 

Whofe  prowefs  did  iurmount. 

Now  poor  Sir  John  I  needs  mull:  wail 
Like  one  in  doleful  dumps ; 

For,  getting  on  the  tr—  f~ y  bench. 
He  never  ftirr'd  his  flumps. 

And  with  old  Wine did  fall 

The  fturdy  doctor  H-  -y  ; 
Nor  New would  quit  the  field 

While  he  had  ftrength  to  ilay. 


Nor  S— d— h,  nor  yet  Hal x, 

Could  either  faved  be  ; 
Lord  Car— f—  t  was  carried  off, 

Againft  his  will  went  he. 

And  the  lord  Eg-— t  in  like  wife 

Forfook  the  admiralty ; 
And  twenty  more,  or  knights  or  p — rs, 

WTere  fhortly  fore'd  to  fly. 

Of  fifty  true-born  Englifhmen, 

Staid  in  but  two  or  three  ; 
The  reft  live  at  their  country  feats, 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 
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Next  month  will  many  m-rnb-s  come, 

Their  rafhnefs  to  bewail ; 
And  fay  if  they  are  not  reflor'd, 

Why  they  muft  go  to  jail. 

Their  wives  do  piny  to  much  at  cards, 
And  throw  iuch  funis  away  ; 

Would  ferve  to  keep  a  fcore  of  w — s, 
If  they  were  clad  in  clay.    , 

The  news  was  unto  Paris  brought, 

And  eke  the  court  of  Spain  j 
Earl  Tern —  in  the  miniftry 

Would  fcarce  have  weight  a°;ain. 

Oh  heavy  news  !  John  Wilkes  did  fay, 

Churchill  *  can  witnefs  be, 
I  have  not  any  patron  more 

Of  fuch  account  as  he. 

Like  tidings  to  St.  J — s's  came, 

Within  a  fhorter  fpace, 
That  Richard  Gr — v — e,  lord  of  Stowe, 

Refus'd  to  take  a  pi— ce. 

Then  God  be  with  him,  faid  the  court, 

Sith  'twill  no  better  be  ; 
We  truft  there  is  about  the  helm, 

Five  hundred  good  as  he. 

*  See  Churchill's  fatires. 
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Yet  mall  not  G r  nor  W~tw~h  fay 

But  we  will  Vengeance  take: 
And  juft  revenge  {hall  on  them  fall, 

For  deareft  St 's  fake. 

This  vow  was  then  full  well  perform'd 
When > came  to  town  \ 

With  P--s  and  P C rs, 

Men  but  of  fl — t  renown. 

And  of  the  reft  of  true  account, 

Why  they  were  all  p— t  by ; 
To  make  a  D of  Sir  H S 


Who  m — e  him— f  P y. 

God  fave  the  king,  and  blefs  the  land, 

In  plen'ty,  joy,  and  peace  -, 
And  grant  henceforth  that  all  regard 

To  b — th  and  m-rit  ceafe. 

W.  Y.  W. 

ANEWPOLITICALCREED, 

FOR   THE  YEAR   MDCCLXVI. 

Quicunque  vult. 

WHoever  will  be   faved :  before  all   things  it 
is     neceflary    that     he     mould    hold     the 
Chatham  faith. 

Which  faith,  except  every  man  keep  whole  and 
undefiled,  without  doubt  he  fhall  fink  into  ob- 
livion. 

And 
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And  the  Chatham  faith  is  this :  that  we  worfhip 
one  minifter  in  trinity,  and   the  trinity  in  unity  : 

Neither  confounding  the  perfons,  nor  dividing 
the  fubftance. 

For  the  privy  feal  is  a  minifter,  the  fecretary  is 
a  minifter,  and  the  treafury  is  a  minifter. 

Yet  there  are  not  three  minifters,  but  one  mini- 
fter; for  the  privy  feal,  the  fecretary  and  the 
treafurer  are  all  one. 

Such  as  the  privy  feal  is,  fuch  is  the  fecretary, 
and  fuch  is  the  treafurer. 

The  privy  feal  is  felf-create,  the  fecretary  is 
felf-create,  and  the  treafurer  is  felf-create. 

The  privy  feal  is  incomprehenfible,  the  fe-> 
efetary  is  incomprehenfible,  and  the  treafurer  is 
incomprehenfible. 

The  privy  feal  is  unrefponfible,  the  fecretary  is 
unrefponfible,  and  the  treafurer  is  unrefponfibie. 

And  yet  there  are  not  three  incomprehenfibles, 
three  felf-created,  or  three  unrefponfibles  :  but 
one  incomprehenfible,  one  felf-create,  and  one 
unrefponfible. 

For  like  as  we  are  compelled  by  the  Chriftian 
verity,  to  acknowledge  every  perfon  by  himfelf  to  be. 
God  and  Lord  ; 

So  are  we  forbidden  by  the  articles  of  the 
Chatham  alliance,  to  fay  there  are  three  minifters  : 

So  that  in  all  things,  the  unity  in  trinity,  and 
trinity  in  unity,  are  to  be  worfhipped  ;  and  he 
who  would  be  fayed,  muft  thus  think  of  the  mi- 
niftry. 

G  2  Furthermore 
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Furthermore  it  is  neceflary  to  elevation,  that 
he  alio  believe  rightly  of  the  qualities  of  our  mi- 
nifter. 

For  the  right  faith  is,  that  we  believe  and  corr- 
fefs,  that  this  fon  of  man,  is  fomething  more  than 
man  ;  as  total  perfection,  though  of  an  unreafona- 
ble  foul,  and  gouty  flefh  confifting. 

Who  fuffered  for  our  falvation,  defcended  into 
oppofition,  rofe  again  the  third  time,  and  afcended 
into  the  houfe  of  peers. 

He  fitteth    on  the    right    hand    of  the  , 

from  whence  he  fhall  come  to  judge  the  good  and 
the  bad. 

And  they  that  have  done  good,  fhall  go  into 
patent  places,  and  they  that  have  done  bad,  fhall 
go  into  everlafting  oppofition. 

This  is  the  Chatham  faith ;  which  except  a 
man  believe  faithfully,  he  cannot  be  promoted.. 

As  he  was  in  the  beginning,  he  is  now,  and 
ever  will  be.. 

Then  all  the  people,  {landing  up,  fhall  fay, 

O  blefTed  and   glorious   trinity,  three  perfons  and 

one   minifier,.   have   mercy    en    us    miferable    fub- 

jecls. 


AN 
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AN    INSCRIPTION^      -J 

FOR    THE    STATUES    SENT    TO    AMERICA. 

In  Memory  of 

W.   P. 

Who  with  an  inflexible  constancy,  and 

INIMITABLE     UNIFORMITY  OF    LIFE, 

perfifled, 

in  Spite  of  many  bodily  infirmities, 

in  the  Prafiice  of  every  human  artifice, 

to  raife  himself  and  family, 

from  an  cbfcure  Obfcurity9 

to  large  possessions,  and 

a  mod  refpeclable  title  and  place 

in- the  State. 

Very  fmgular  was  he  in  the  Choice  of 

able  and  honest  confederates, 

to  aid  him  in  his  ambitious  Defigns ; 

and  when  they  had  ferved  his  Turn, 

UNGRATEFULLY  DESERTED  THEM 

and  arrogantly  claimed  their  Merit  to  himfelf; 

with  an  almoft  uninterrupted Enjoyment 

for  a  long  Series  of  Time, 

of  feveral  lucrative  places  in  the  State; 

and  by  the  Caprice  of  fome, 

and 

the  insanity  of  ethers, 

(who  were  ligotted  to  his  pretended  Patriot ifm) 

he  at  length  acquired,  or  attracted, 

a  very  large  real  and  perfonal  Eftate, 

G  3  He 
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He  was  the  only  Per/on  of  his  Time, 

who  with  fpecious  Pretences  and  Harangues, 

could  perfuade  the  People 

their  service  only  was  the  intended  fruit  of  his 

Labours, 

when  they  had  before  their  Eyes 

numberlefs  Inftances  of  his  Actions,  which  indicated 

the  contrary : 

In  fine, 

After  a  Life  of  near  Sixty  Years, 

Spent  in  pretended  patriotic  Actions, 

the  cloven  foot  appeared 

from  under  the  Robe  of  an  Earl  of  G.  B. 

And  -with  the  Weight 

Of  a  pension,  place,  and  coronet, 

he  funk  into  general  Difgrace  and  contempt, 

on  the  30th  of  July,   1766. 

Oh  indignant  Reader ! 

think  not  his  Life  ufelefs  to  Mankind, 

Providence  connived 

At  his  Hypocrify  fo  long,  to  give  to  after   ages 

A  proof  and  example 

how  the  present  age  hath  been 

Deluded,  cajoled,  and  deceived, 

under  a  Pretence 

of  having  their    liberties    and    properties    only 

defended  and  protected. 
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AN    APOLOGY    FOR   MR.    P— . 

*TP  H  E  Tories  'od  rat  'em 

A    Abufe  my  lord  Ch m, 

For  what  ■ for  commencing  a  peer  ? 

But  is  it  not  hard 
He  mould  lofe  his  reward, 
Who  has  purchas'd  a  title  fo  dear  ? 

In  every  ftation 

Mr.  P —  ferv'd  the  nation, 
With  a  noble  difdain  of  her  pelf: 

Then  where's  the  great  crime, 

When  he  fees  a  fit  time, 
If  a  man,  mould  for  once,  ferve  himfelf. 


THE     EARL. 

AN  ODE. 
IMITATED  FROM  HORACE. 

Icci  beads  nunc  Arabum  invides  Gazes,  &c. 

L.  i.  Od.  29. 

"\  /T  Y  Lord  !  great  commoner  no  more  ; 
"**   A  You  number  your  new  titles  o'er, 

Earl,  Vifcount,  P-nknt,  Ch-th-m: 
Before  you  your  fupporters  fet, 

Your  ermine  robes,  and  coronet, 

And  gaze  in  raptures  at  'em. 

G  4  What 
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What  fervile  bard  {hall  greet  your  ear 
With  the  enchanting  found  of  peer? 

Delightful  name  to  mention  ! 
What  chaplain  (hall  inform  mankind, 
With  how  much  virtue  you  have  join'd 

A  title  to  zpcnjion  ? 

Who  can  unroll  the  hook  of  fate, 
And  teil  what  minifters  of  ftate 

May  govern  this  great  nation  ? 
Where  is  the  prophet  can  difclofe, 
What  ftrange  materials  may  compofe 

Some  new  adminiftration  ? 

Jacob  Henriques,  born  to  guide, 
At  privy  council  may  prefide, 

And  rule  the  common  weal: 
Hill,  fecretary  we  may  fee, 
Derrick  lord  chamberlain  may  be, 

And  Buckhorfe  privy  feal : 

Since  you,  once  emulous  of  fame, 
Have  meanly  barterd  your  good  name 

For  fcorn,  contempt,  and  raill'ry; 
Broke  every  promife  you  have  made, 
And  ihamcfully  together  laid 

The  Pitt  and  upper gafftry. 


T  H  E 


[  99] 
THE     CORONET: 


A    SONG. 

TT  O  W  happy  a  ftate  does  lord  C CD  poffefs, 

■*■       Who  would  be  no  greater,  nor  fears^to  be  lefs ; 
On  his  penfmi  and  p/::c:  he  depends  for  fupport, 
Which  is  better  than  fervilely  cringing  at  court. 

How  bleft  has  his  time  been  !    what  days  has  he 

known  ! 
How  fweet  with  fair  E — r  the  moments  have  flown  ! 
Since  fir  ft  in  dom.  com.  his  harangue  he  began, 
Which  convinc'd  the  whole  hcufe    he   was  more  than 

a  man. 

He  bullied  Sir  Robert  — he  cenfur'd  the  k — , 
He  rail'd  at  the  garter — and  call'd  it  a  firing  : 
He  beliow'd  and  bav.Td,  '[ill  his  worfhip  was  hoarfe 
U  He'd  be  damn'd  ere  he'd  thus  be  a  cornet  ofhcrfe. 

He  thunder'd  fo  Jong  —  and  he  thunder'd  fo  well, 
They  thought  'twas  a  fiend  that  had  broke  loofe  from 

bell  5 
Fie  rais'd  fuch  a  din,  —  and  he  made  fuch  a  clatter, 
That  Sir  Robert,  abafh'd,  quite  forgot  all  his  matter. 

What's  now    to    be    done  ?  or  what's  now  to  be 
faid  ? 
Qucth  Sir  Robert,  I  tremble,  by  God,  for  my  head  ; 
B.it  to  filence  his  clack,  and  to  hide  my  difgrace, 
I'll  give  c:;  net  P —  a  vice  treafurer's  place. 

No 
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No  longer  a  cornet,  no  longer  a  flave, 
No  longer  the  terror  and  fcourge  of  a  knave ; 

He  yields  to  C n,  at  B y  winks, 

]N  ow  a  patriot  he  rofe,  now  a  placeman  he  finks. 

In  the  van  of  dame  fortune  behold  him  advance, 
With  a  place  for  his  target,  his  tongue  for  a  lance ; 
But  depriv'd  of  his  place,  ambition  was  croft, 
And  the  cornet's  gay  hours  in  a  moment  were  loft. 

Now  behold  him  a  bellowing  patriot  2gain, 
Like  Demoflhenes,  fternming  the  torrent  in  vain. 
See  his  eyes  how  they  roll  !  hark  his  diction  how  ftrong, 
Gods  !  how  mellow  his  voice  !  his  oration  how  long. 

Thus  oppos'd  and  oppofing,  the  fame  tale  he  told, 
"  As  he  ne'er  had  been  bought,  fo  he  ne'er  would  be 

fold  ;" 
That  his  country  (fine  words)   was  far  dearer  than 

life! 
Than  the  whole  race  of  G -11-s,  than  E — r  his 

wife." 

How  ftubborn  the  trials  which  patriots  endure  ! 
Yet  to  conquer  their  whims,  you  muft  gild  well  the 

lure  ; 
For  we  all  know  'tis  fenfelefs,  whate'er  they  may  mut- 
ter, 
To  quarrel,  like  fools,  with  their  bread  and  their  but- 
ter. 

To 


[   ioi] 

To  cut  mort  my  tale,  and  to  clofe  the  laft    fcene, 
Like  a  ftorm  when  'tis  hufh'd,  fee  the  patriot  ferene ; 
In  a  twinkling  behold  a  bright  coronet  rife, 
How  it  ties  up  his  tongue  !  how  it  dazzles  his  eyes. 

With  the  hoard  of  mad  Pynfent,  a  penfion,  a  place, 
With  a  peerage,  the  badge  of  his  lordfhip's  difgrace  ; 
With  a  load  of  gold  boxes,  from  boroughs  and  cities, 
With  his  bluft 'ring  fpeeches,  and  half  written  ditties- 
May  he  fpend,  yet  unpitied,  the  reft  of  his  days, 
Unambitious  of  fway,  undeferving  of  praife  ; 
Unhuzza'd  by  a  mob,  unendear'd  to  his  friends. 
Eyer  rack'd  by  the  gout,  ever  tortur'd  by  fiends. 

Ye  chronicle  wits,  minifterially  wife, 
Who  to-morrow  revere,  what  to-day  ye  defpife, 
Be  my  fentence  confirm'd  —  fince  the  die  is  now  caft, 
"  That  a  coronet  damns  every  patriot  at  laft." 

A  Trifler. 


AN      EPISTLE 

TO    A    FRIEND    IN    THE    COUNTRY. 

FTAving  heard  that  your  doggrel's  in  mighty   re- 

■* A  nown, 

(For  a  great  many  people  can  read  in  this  town) 

And  not  without  fome  little  caufe  to  expecf. 

buch  flatt'iy,  as  goes  to  one's  heart  to  reject : 

I  have 
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I  have  dipped  in  the  flandifh,  intending  to  try 
My  right-hand  at  verfe — tho'  the  mufe  is  but  fhy. 
You  have  heard  of  the  wonderful  works  of  one  Pitt, 
Who  fo  oft  in  Dom.  Com.  has  brought  forth  a  good 

hit: 
Lord  !  Sir,  there  was  hardly  a  man  of  them  all, 
If  he  wreflled  with  Will,  but  was  fure  ofafali. 
Since  the   days  of  Sir  Richard,  renowned  in   fong, 
No  mortal  has  e'er  been  fo  loud  or  fo  long, 
With  large  words  and  Latin,  in  patriot  oration, 
He  led  by  the  nofe  many  heads  of  this  nation  : 
And,  t'enable  his  fpirits  and  purfe  to  hold  out, 
He  receiv'd  a  fine  fnuff-box  at  tv'ry  good  bout ; 
The  lid  and   the   rims  were   all  lacquer'd  with  gold, 
And  might,  if  they  are  not  already,  be  fold. 

Mr.  D K ,  and  arms  of  the  city, 

I  dare  fay  together  look  wonderful  pretty. 

The  deputy  deals  in  profound  allegory, 

And  holds  in  his  hand,  a  good  *  key  for  hiflory  : 

Eur.  as  I  was  faying,  or  going  to  fay, 

This  Pitt  was  a  marvellous  man  in  his  day: 

He  made  us  like  fo  many  bees  in  a  hive, 

Sweat  and  toil  to  pay  taxes,  that  battle  might  thrive. 

And  really,  dear  friend,  do  but  give  him  his  due, 

He  made    both  the  French  and  the  Spaniards  look 

bl  Lie. 
cCur  foldiers  moil  ardently  pray'd  for  their  foes, 
And  then  beat  their  brains  out,  as  all  the  world  knows. 
Our  gent r A  once  chane'd  to  be  flaughter'd-and  then 
Pitt  (aid  he  .was  fony — laid  Beckford  Amen. 

*  Vicic  fpceches  cf  ccir.mcii  ccu;.cil. 

It 
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It  would  da  your  heart  good,  fhouM  you  e'er  come  to 

town, 
To  hear  how  their  parliament  fpeeches  go  down  : 
There  a  party  to  fwallow,  a  party  to  pour, 
So  the  gulpers  Hand  gaping  for  fenfe  by  the  hour. 
They're  fure,  honeft  fouls !  he  can  ne'er  be  injeft, 
Who  harangues  till  he's  hoarfe,  and  knocks  oft  on  his 

breafc. 
In  a  winter  or  two,  I  fuppofe  each  oration, 
Well  chew'd,  v/ill  again  be  fpew'd  out  on  the  nation  : 
For  the  fubftance  of  matter  continues  the  fame, 
As  Newton  avers,  tho'  it  changes  its  name  ; 
So  for  aught  one  can  tell,  e'en  this  letter  of  mine 
May  make,  turn'd  to  profe,  a  young  fenatcr  fhine, 
Three  mighty  great  things  are  time,  manner,  and- 

place, 
To  give  both  our  laws  and  ourfelves  a  good  face  ! 
But  I  flop — for  digreiTions,  when   once  they've  the- 
rein, 
Throw  us  off,  tug  as  hard  as  we  can  at  the  mane. 

A  man  that  is  gouty,  or  has  a  lame  leg, 
Elfewhere  for  fd f-im'reft,  may  fet  up  to  beg  ; 
Not    fo  at  Saint  Stephen's — when   cripples  come 7= 

there,  I 

All  fubfcriptions  rrquefted,  they  folemnly  fwear,        y 
Are  for  poor  old  Biitannia,  whofe  back  is  quite 

bare.  J 

With  one  hand  in  flannel,  and  one  on  his  fide, 
He  would  gently  begin,,  like  an  infantine  tide  ; 

And 
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And,  as  that  by  degrees  all  the  bank  overflows, 

So  from  whiipers  he  foon  came  to  brawling  and  blows : 

"  Thofe  Germans  may  ihift  for  themfelves  as  they 

like; 
As  long  as  Great  Britain  hns  round  her  a  dyke 
To  defend  her  from  harm,  let  her  reft  in  content; 
Not  a  man,  not  a  (hilling  (hall  from  her  be  fent.'* 
This  doctrine  was  orthodox  only  a  while, 
For  he  has,  Sir,  a  vaft  variation  of  ftyle. 
Of  late  we  have  heard  him  rebuking  his  brother, 
For  provoking  pert  boys  to  bepifs  their  own  mother, 
He  fpoke  like  an  angel,  a  great  many  fay, 
And  beat  fix  or  (even  quite  out  of  their  play, 
Being  ferious  and  comic,  being  grave,  beini 
How  are  innocent  quarrels  embowel'd  fince  then, 
For  ftatues  to  honour  that  beft  of  all  men  ; 
Buckles,  buttons,  and  ftuds,  in  America  worn, 
Signs,  ribbons,  and  tea-pots  with  Pitt  they  adorn, 
The  good  folk  of  Bath,  to  exceed  all  the  reft, 
Rous' d  old  royal  Biac'ud,  afleep  in  his  neft  : 
They  rous'd  him,  I  fay,  when  he  ftrait  fell  a  praifing, 
In  flrong  black  letter- print,  which  was  us'd  former 

days  in  : 
But  now,  that  king  Bladud's  again  under  ground, 
They  have  altcr'd  their  tone,  and  are  looking  around 
For  the  Coehorns  of  rhyme  with  fcurrility  ftor'd, 
To  fling  at  the  head  of  the  God  they  ador'd. 
'Tis  amazing  to  think,  but  the  men  of  this  land, 
Who  are  not  lords  themfelves,  cannot  oft  underftand 

How 


■    ] 

iggay.    J 
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How  virtue  and  fenfe  can  refide  In  a  Peer — 

And  Pit  is  become  my  lord  Chatham.  *  I  fear 

This  vulgar  opinion  'bout  Lords  is  not  true  ; 

For  fmce   Pve  been  from  home,  I  have  feen  one  or 

two, 
Who  were  rul'd  by  their  wives,   and  went  in  the 

rain, 
Which   fhews  wifdom    and    goodnefs   I  think   very 

plain. 
Not  a  maker  of  ballads  in  all  this  great  town, 
But  is  priming  his   piece  to   knock   poor  Chatham 

down. 
Nay,  the  ladies  that  traffic  in  love  round  the  Garden, 
Drink  his  downfall  in  gin,  to  the  very  Jaft  farthing. 
The  news-papers  all  are  as  fly  as  they  can  be 
With  W 's  and  P 's  and  ******  *  1  hope 

you  underftand  me. 
For  my  part  (for  I  think  'tis  a  fhame  to  ftand  out, 
And  fee  a  poor  lord  fo  beiabour'd  about) 
As  I  find  upon  trial,  a  knack  to  compofe 
Acauftic  in  verfe,  ten  times  hotter  than  profe, 
I'm  rdolv'd  in  fome  Chronicle  foon  to  have  at  'em, 
Subscribing  myfelf  at  the  bottom  Phil — Chatham, 

I  may  do  him  much  good,  and  one  knows  not  for 
certain, 
He  may  have  me  a  box,  when  he  thinks  of  departing; 
Or  perhaps  (which  is  more  to  be  wifh'd  for  by  far) 
He  may  make  me  Jackall  in  his  next  German  war. 

I  am,  dear  friend,  yours  fmcerely. 

PROPOSALS 


[  io6  ] 
PROPOSALS 

FOR.    PRINTING    BY    SUBSCRIPTION 

(Taken  from  Mr.    Hogarth's  famous   picture  of   Mr.   Garrick,  in    the 
character  of  Richard  the  Third) 

THE    PRINT  OF   A    LATE    COMMONER. 

This  Print  will   be  publiihed    before  the  opening  of  the  next  feffion  of 
P *• 

A    SPECIMEN    OF    THE    WORK. 

'"T^H  E  late  G  —  t  C will  be  laying  on  his  couch, 

drefied  with  his  coronet  and  robes  ;  and  his  hands 
and  feet  wrapped  up  in  flannel,  and  ftaning  at  the  ghofts 
that  appear  to  him  in  his  fleep,  and  addrefs  him  in 
imitation  of  the  ghofts  in  Shakefpeare. 

Enter  the  ghofi  of  Sarah  dutch efs  of  Marlborough. 

The  fir  ft  was  T  that  help'd  thee  to  be  known, 
But  not  the  laft  that  finds  thee  an  apoftate. 
In  the  debate,  O  think  on  Marlborough, 
And  {brink  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness. 

Enter  the  ghojl  of  Robert  earl  of 'Or ford. 

When  I  was  living,  my  fair  character 
Bv  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes; 
Think  on  the  Tower  and  me,  defpair  and  die; 
The  injur'd  Orford  bids  thee  droop  and  die. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  ghoft  of  Ralph  Allen,  Efq\ 

Let  me  be  laid  within  thy  bofom,  Ch m, 

And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  fhame  and  forrow  ; 

I  thought  thee  once  deferring  of  my  friendfhip  j 

But  now  a  convert  made  by  truth  and  juftice 

I  join  thy  new  purfuers,  once  thy  friends : 

If  any  pains  can  adequate  thy  crimes, 

May  they,  thou  arch  impoftor,  now  await  thee. 

Enter  the  ghoft  of  Sir  William  Pynfent. 

Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow ; 
Pynfent  that  raifed  thy  fortune — not  thy  fame  ; 
Think  on  my  wronged  heirs,  who  now  with  jufHce 
Curfe  the  falfe  patriot  in  their  humble  frate, 
And  join  with  me  to  execrate  his  bafenefs ; 
Let  all  their  wrongs  to-morrow  be  remembred, 
And  fink  thy  edglefs  tongue. 

Chorus  of  Englijh  ghoft  s  dejlrcyedin  Germany, 

Awake,  awake,  inhuman  murderer ; 

Think  how  we  bled  to  raife  thy  once-lov'd  name, 

Which  now,  alas !  lies  bury'd  in  a  title, 

Bloody  and  guilty  ;  guilty,  now  awake, 

To  future  peers  a  terrible  example. 

The  ghoft  of  William  Earl  of  Bath. 

Brother  in  guilt,  remember  me  to-morrow  : 
Let  not  my  fate  o'erwhelm  thy  trembling  foul  ! 
I  that  was  wafted  to  death  by  fulfome  honours  : 

H  Poor 
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Poor  Bath ! 

Unpitied  and  difhonoured,  now  appear 
To  warn  thee  of  the  danger  of  to-morrow; 
O  think  on  me  ! 

This  print  will  be  diftributed  gratis  to  the  late  G— t 

(j- r's  remaining  friends  in  the  common  council 

as  few  copies  will  now  ferve  that  purpofe. 

Subfcriptions  to  be  taken  in  at  Mr.  D — 's,  at  North  - 

End,  at  aid nB d's  in  Soho-S^uare,  and 

at  the  Peer's  new  friend,  colonel  W.  B — e,  V — e 
T rofl d. 


THE  E— L  OF  C M'S  APOLOGY. 


THE  weflern  fun  had  fought  his  ev'ning  grave, 
Deep  in  the  bofom  of  th'  Atlantic  wave  ; 
The  filver  moon  now  reign'd  with  fainter  pow'r, 
And  grac'd  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hour; 
Thoufands  of  fpangled  orbs  combin'd  their  ray, 
To  cheer  the  abfence  of  the  god  of  day  ; 
Indulgent  nature,  hail'd  the  tranquil  fcene, 
And  lull'd  to  reft  the  drowfy  race  of  men  ; 
Save  pow'r- craving  P-tt, — his  full-blown  foul, 
Burfting  to  feize  unlimited  controul, 
Ne'er  knew  the  calm  which  fmooths  the  ruffled  breaft, 

Nor  felt  the  joys  that  fpring  from  even  reft. 

J  ;  Wild 
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Wild  with  ambition,  and  with  pride  elate, 

In  thought  he  triumph'd  in  his  car  of  ftate ; 

Enjoy'd  his  fancied  flight  on  eagle's  wings, 

And  form'd  his  footftool  on  the  necks  of  kings; 

Saw  northern  potentates  obey  his  nod, 

And  Perfia  hail  the  fe ^-created  God. 

Phantoms  like  thefe  amus'd  the  patriot's  fight, 

When  lo  ! — the  clock  pronounc'd  the  dead  of  night, 

Sudden  the  clofet  fhook — the  lights  burnt  blue, 

And  gaudy  fancy  all  her  joys  withdrew, 

A  ghaftly  form  before  his  table  flood, 

Chill'd  his  pale  cheek,  and  froze  his  vital  blood;     *^ 

Confcious  of  guilt,  he  pray'd  to  be  forgiv'n, 

And  trembling  in  his  chair,  ery'd — Mercy  heav'n  ! 

A  verdant  crown  the  horrid  fpe&re  wore, 

Elufhing  with  fruit  thy  choiceft  orchards  bore, 

0  ill-requited  Pynfent  !  in  his  hand 

Thrice  he  produced  that  deed  which  gave  his  land  ; 

Thrice  wav'd  that  guilty  deed  in  wild  defpair, 

And  thrice  repentant  wept  his  beggar'd  heir; 

GHOST. 

I  rife,  ungrateful  man,  the  fpirit  faid, 
From  the  dark  manfions  of  the  horrid  dead  ; 
From  fhades,  where  wounded  confcience  ever  grieves, 
Where  fpecious  worth  no  longer  man  deceives  ; 
Where  ftation'd  furies  ftrip  the  pen/tori 'd  knave , 
And  lalh  the  Tinner,  be  he  prince  or  flave; 
Where  pradtis'd  merit  knows  eternal  blifs, 
And  man  appears  the  real  manvhe  is; 

H  2  Where 
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Where  low  ambition  trembles  at  the  rod, 
Worfhip'd  an  earth,  an  idol  or  a  god. 
Bath  who  can  fee,  and  not  his  fate  deplore, 
Stript  of  thofe  honours  virtuous  Putfney  wore  ? 
In  vain  he  weeps  the  incens'd  patriot's  name. 
In  vain  he  ftruggles  for  reviving  fame ; 
Scorn  and  reproach  for  ever  wound  his  ear, 
Andfhame  reviles  the  mean  ignoble  peer. 
Such,  fuch  is  Bath  ! — but  know,  the  fates  decree 
Pangs  more  fevere,  and  fharper  pains  for  thee ; 
For  thee,  but  yefterday  thy  monarch's  choice, 
Thy  country's  bulwark,  and  her  people's  voice: 
Deluded  youth  thy  brows  with  laurels  grae'd, 
And  echo'd,  "  long  live  Brutus,"  as  you  pafs. 
Your  manly  fpeech  infpir'd  the  breaft  of  age, 
And  taught  new  virtues  to  th'  experiene'd  fage ; 
With  fofter  flow,  pathetic  and  refin'd, 
You  taught  their  country's  love  to  womankind  ; 
With  grief  like  thine,  expiring  laws  to  fee, 
And  feek  their  great  deliverer  in  thee. 
E'en  *  Sarah's  heart  obdurate,  cold  as  fteel, 
Whofe  ftubborn  nature  long  had  blufh'd  to  feel, 
DilTolv'd  like  wax  before  thy  magic  tongue, 
And  paid  with  gratitude  th'  enchanters  fong ; 
Ten  thoufand  pounds,  (nay  !  Jhrink  not)  was  your  fee% 
To  live  unplaced,  unpenftond,  and  be  free. 
"How  you  deferv'd  great  Minos  will  defcry, 
Your  faith  a  proftitute,  your  fame  a  lie. 

Skill'd  in  all  tricks  to  varnifh  your  intent, 
That  art  can  fpin,  hypocrify  invent, 


*  Sarah  duchefs  of  Marlborough. 


You 
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You  borrowed  ev'ry  form,  and  ev'ry  dye, 
That  Proteus  wore  to  captivate  the  eye ; 
Till  by  degrees  credulity  believ'd, 

And  Britons  heard again  to  be  deceiv'd. 

As  latent  fparks  unwilling  to  expire, 
Break  out  at  once,  and  burft  into  a  fire ; 
So  your  long-clouded  glory  blaz'd  a-new, 
Darting  its  rays  where  England's  genius  flew, 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Paris  to  Peru. 


! 


Flufh'd  with  great  words,  in  readinefs  at  call, 
At  morn  you  deftin'd  Hanover  to  fall, 
Lamenting  Britain  with  a  filial  care, 
Drain'd  by  the  leeches  of  a  German  war. 
At  noon,  like  fpeckled  fnakes  you  fhed  your  fkin, 
Retaining  ftill  your  native  craft  within  j 
By  German  machinations  won  to  grace, 
You  turrid  a  German  advocate  for  place  ; 
Loudly  revok'd  that  known  approv'd  decree, 
Empire  your  object,  tendernefs  your  plea  ; 
Profufely  lavifh'd  the  Exchequer's  ftore, 
And  dy'd  th'affrighted  Elbe  with  Britifh  gore, 
Till  numbers  fail'd,  and  funds  would  yield  no  more. 
But  oh  !  how  vain,  how  futile  is  th'  attempt 
To  paint  impofture's  form  !  The  world's  contempt 
Difplays  a  mirror  to  your  confcious  eye; 
Will  fting  your  foul  and  give  your  heart  the  lie. 
Yet  e'er  th'approaching  dawn,  with  gentle  hand 
Raifes  the  veil  of  night,  the  fates  command 
My  quick  return,  to  cold  and  endlefs  gloom, 
Where  one  day  Ch— m  muft  unermlnd  come  : 

H  3  Time 
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Time  hurries  on,  few  moments  now  remain 
To  tell  my  tale,  my  fource  of  lafting  pain. 

Now  Ch — m  hear 1  am  the  reftlefs  ihade 

Of  PynfenU  lately  call'd  to  join  the  dead  ; 

Varied  with  errors,  but  unknown  to  crime, 

I  pafs'd  the  blufhing  years  of  nature's  prime, 

Till  haft'ning  on  to  life's  cool  ev'ning  fbge, 

With  my  firft  crime,  I  ftain'd  my  hoary  age. 

I  lov'd  (weak  man  !)  not  wifely,  but  too  well, 

My  liberty,  my  rights,  and  country's  weal  -, 

Deaf  to  th'endearing  ties  of  lineal  blood, 

My  patriot  heart,  intent  on  public  good, 

Infenfibly  forgot  my  ancient  name, 

And  plung'd  my  heirs  in  poverty  and  fhame  ; 

Frantic  with  zeal  I  thought  thee  all  divine, 

And  Britain's  darling  fon  adopted  mine  ; 

My  progeny  forgot,  in  P-tt  alone, 

I  felt  the  friend,  the  kinfman  and  the  fon  ; 

Like  faints  enraptur'd,  I  ador'd  his  name, 

And  pledged  my  wealth  and  honour  on  his  fame, 

Compell'd  my  heirs  to  court  their  chofen  lord, 

And  beg  the  icatter'd  bounties  of  his  board  j 

Inhuman  judgment !  fentence  too  fevere  ! 

Which  harden'd  criminals  would  weep  to  hear; 

But  I  with  vanity  completely  curft, 

I,  of  all  flaves,  the  bafeft  and  the  worft, 

Cold  and  inflexible  to  nature's  voice, 

Worfhip'd  my  idol,  and  extoli'd  my  choice  ; 

Happy  !  thrice  happy  !  now  my  P-tt  was  free, 

My  country's  welfare  was  a  debt  to  me, 

Say, 
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Say,  Ch — m>  if  one  faint,  one  feeole  ray 
Of  P-tfs  late  truth,  {till  lives  in  Ch — m's  clay; 
Say,  if  your  heart  don't  dread  to  be  fincere, 
What  little  paflion  lurks  and  governs  there  ? 
What  ftrange  extravagant  contempt  of  fame 
Seduc'd  your  wifh  to  change  it  for  a  name  ? 
Did  B — : — e  again  hang  out  his  badge  of  grace 
To  fix  your  doubts  of  coming  into  place? 
Will  Scotch  protection  raife  your  drooping  caufe  ? 
Will  Scotch  alliance  furnifh  loft  applaufe? 
Or  dwindled  into  childhood,  by  decay 
Of  nature,  did  you  doat  on  childifh  play, 
Pleas'd  with  a  bubble  at  your  clofe  of  day  ? 
Your  city  friends,  fo  fmooth  in  rhime  and  wit, 
So  copious  in  their  flow  and  praife  of  P-tt, 

No  more  addrefs,  now  Ch ms  at  the  fleerage, 

Norftrain  a  panegyrick  on  ycur  peerage  ! 

Oh  !  what  a  fudden  falling  off  is  here  ! 

No  more  the  mob  applauds,  the  wife  revere  ! 

No  more  the  th'  admiring  crouds  your  deeds  unfold  ! 

Nor  adulation  fues  with  box  of  gold  ! 

Your  fhrine's  eras'd,  your  day  of  glory  fet, 

Your  popularity as  dead  as  P  tt ! 

Ch m  and  pride  may  crimfon  trappings  wTear, 

But  freedom's  honed:  foul  difdains  the  peer. 

CHATHAM. 

Angels  and  minifters  of  grace  above, 
And  ye  blefs'd  fpirits  of  th'  Elyfian  grove  ! 
If  age  and  innocence  deferve  your  care, 
Protect  my  tortur'd  heart  from  mad  defpair; 
Difpell  this  fcene  of  horror  and  difmay, 
And  lead  me  fafely  to  the  verge  of  day. 

H  *  Hear 
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Hear  then,  dread  ghoft,  great  Pynfent's  awful  fhade, 
Living,  my  friend,  my  benefactor,  dead  j 
Kearand  avert  thy  judgment  too  fevere, 
And  view  thy  P-tt,  ftill  triumph  in  the  peer. 

Weary  of  c- -fr,  of  fav9ritesa  and  of  k gs. 

Still  hoping  better  days,  and  better  things; 
Foii'd  in  my  plan  to  be  fupremely  great, 

And  guide  alone  the  c /,  c b,  znd  Jlate^ 

My  fpeech  and  effigy  to  Bo/ion  fent, 

For  public  worfhip,  and  the  mob  contents 

I  lleer'd  ?ny  little  cock-boat  into  port,   . 

The  fcourge  of  pirate  minifters  at  c rt ; 

Wellarm'd,  well  fitted,  in  my  neutral  (rate; 
To  fail  again,  and  (hare  my  country's  fate, 
Should  fervices  fo  poor  but  free  as  mine 
Be  call'd  to  fave  her  in  her  laft  decline. 
This  plan  arrang'd,  I  fought  that  honour'd  feat 
Which  Pynfent's  bounty  chofe  for  my  retreat ; 
Which  gen'rous  Pynfent  fever'd  from  his  line, 

0  matchlefs  publick  worth  !  to  graft  on  mine. 
Here,  calm  and  gentle  as  the  noon-tide  breeze, 
Day  follow'd  day,  and  health  return'd  with  eafe: 
No  more  I  felt  the  flings  of  projects  crofs'd, 

Of  fyftems  baffled,  or  of  quefiions  loft  : 
Slave  to  no  party,  council  to  no  plan, 

1  thought,  enjoy 'd,  and  liv'd  a  private  man  : 
Wifhful  to  feel,  now  glory's  race  was  run, 
My  ev'ning  fet,  like  a  mild  fummer's  fun, 

Bleit  ftate  of  peace  !  but  oh  !  the  change  how  foon, 
My  morning  wifh  was  clouded  ere  'twas  noon. 
Again  my  country  courted  me  away, 
Woo'd  me  to  a6t,  and  promis'd  to  obey  %  With 
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With  condefcending  bounty,  next  the  th — — ne 
Plac'd  me  the  firft,  and  bid  me  guide  alone^ 
Omnipotent^  refponf;ble  to  none. 
Courted^  folieited,  and  fentfor  too. 
What  man,  to  freedom,  and  his  country  true, 
WThat  mortal  man,  tho'  moft  averfe  to  place 
Could  frown,  refufe,  and  fpum  his  country 
Let  Pynfmty  virtuous  Pynfenty  judge  my  ca 
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By  tender  feelings  mov'd  for  Britain's  fate, 
Not  dazzled  with  the  pomp  and  pride  of  flate, 
Sudden  I  wak'd  from  fancy's  filken  dreams, 
Of  rural  folitude,  and  languid  ftreams ; 
Of  days,  devoted  to  my  friends  and  wife, 
And  moral  virtues  form'd  for  private  life; 
Gave  in  my  plan,  while  fortune  blefs'd  the  day, 
And  peerage  ftrew'd  her  flowers  in  my  way. 
Let  malice  inch  by  inch  my  conduct  fcan, 
And  folly  cenfure,  e'er  ihe  knows  my  plan; 
Let  rancour  dive  into  the  womb  of  time, 
In  fearch  of  tales,  to  blacken  me  with  crime; 
My  youthful  foul  fprung  early  to  one  end, 
My  riper  years  the  fame  great  courfe  (hall  bend, 
Virtue  my  guardian,  liberty  my  friend. 
Think  not  to  fcatter  terrors  on  my  head, 
By  dale  examples  mufler'd  from  the  dead ; 
With  joy  I  faw,  how  virtuous  Pult'ney  fhin'd, 
The  brighteir,  braveft,  weakeft,  of  mankind  ! 
But  when  I  faw  my  country  drop  a  tear, 
I  wept  the  patriot  and  curs'd  the  peer. 
But  what  had  Pulfnefs  glory,  or  decline, 
His  fame,  or  peerage,  to  compare  with  mine ; 

Man 
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Mankind  is  alter'd  fince  the  days  of  Bath, 
Tho*  S — dys  ftill  puzzles  in  the  fame  dull  path. 
Freedom  at  length  has  fix'd  her  wav'ring  feat, 
Ambitious  to  promote  the  good  and  great ; 
Studious  to  ftill  the  waves  of  party  rage, 
And  link  in  harmony,  each  rank  and  age  ; 
Of  vice's  growth  to  lop  the  fpreading  root, 
That  virtue's  fickly  plant  may  fpring  and  flioot ; 
Bent  to  reform  the  canker'd  mafs  of  things, 
Till  Britain's  fons  are  free  as  Britifh  k — gs  ; 
Till  placemen  fcek  the  honour,  not  the  fee, 
And  fcorn  emoluments  like  Pratt  and  me; 
Till  each  great  1 — d  his  country  fhall  revere, 
And  to  the  ftatefman  join  the  patriot  peer. 

When  thefe  great  fyftems  fhall  refine  our  times. 
To  the  pure  temper  of  Saturnian  climes, 
(For  now  I  fee  that  bleft  aufpicious  day) 
Faclion  will  fink,  and  party  die  away  : 
The  mob  again  fpontaneoujly  will  join 
To  deck  my  image,  and  adorn  my  fhrine; 
Forfaken,  difhnc'd  T—ple  will  relent, 

S h  reform  and  L n  repent ; 

\y —  th  his  latent  talents  will  difplay, 

And  T fettle for  perhaps  a  day; 

B d  will  buzz,  too  feeble  then  to  fling, 

And  G ge  lament  in  vain  my  foaring  wing; 

Whilft  I,  too  great  to  dread  a  future  foW^ 

Rule  and  ordain  from  R — chm — d  to  Wh-te--H  11; 

Prefide  at  ev'iy  B — d,  tho'  nam'd  to  none, 

And  nobly  in  my  chfet  guide  alone : 


Such 
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Such  fweets  of  government  can  never  fail 

When  C — ■ mjfcers,  and  B — e  fupplies  the  gale. 

O  L e  thou  injur'd  new  connected  friend 


GHOST. 

Peace  !  ere  thy  tongue  grows  lavifh  to  commend, 
And  thy  mean  heart  betrays  thy  fecret  end. 
Take  back  thy  broken  faith,  which  art  in  vain 
Strives  to  repair,  to  burnifti  and  maintain  : 
Take  back  thy  flatt'ring  tributes  to  the  dead, 
And  know  thy  dejliny  by  fate  decreed. 
Ci  Ordain'd  to  act,  a  fav'rite  once  removed, 
Sought  but  not  dreaded^  courted  but  not  lov'd, 
Thou'lt  find  thy  projects  baffled,  foon  as  plann'd, 
And  thy  large  views  of  empire  at  a  ftand  : 
Till  loft,  and  funk  in  popular  difgrace, 
Thou'lt  curfe  too  late  thy  peerage  and  thy  place  ; 
And  when  by  flow  difeafe  and  anguifh  torn 
Thy  mortal  frame  is  deftin'd  to  the  urn, 
Perhaps  fome  penfion'd  friend  for  fiew  may  mourn 
Then,  (for  on  earth  ye  trod  one  common  path) 
Thy  fleeting  foul  will  meet  its  comrade  Bath" 

But  hark the  cock  the  harbinger  of  day, 

With  morning  fong  proclaims  the  dawning  ray; 
Farewell — I  flept  in  peace,  while  P-tt  was  free, 
Live  and  repent — farewell remember  me  ! 


;i 


To 


F 


[118] 
TO    LORD    C M. 

AN      ODE. 
BY      THE      SAME. 

Orgive,  my  lord,  an  homely  mufe, 
Too  plain  by  flatt'ry  to  amufe, 
Too  free  to  hope  or  fear; 
I  come  not  with  obfequ'ous  bow, 
To  footh,  protefl,  recant,  or  vow, 
Like  temporifing  CI re 

Nor  meek  and  trembling  with  defpair, 
To  drop  a  penitential  tear, 

And  fue  to  be  forgiv'n  ; 
Unfit  to  fneak  about  a  court, 
I  live  where  freedom's  fons  refort, 

Beneath  an  humbler  heav'n. 

Friend  to  the  law,  the  church,  and  king, 
As  numbers  flow,  I  boldly  fing, 

And  praife  where  praife  is  due  : 
When  laws  enflave,  I  blot  the  plan, 
When  Spendthrifts  guide,  I  brand  the  man, 

Tho'  great,  or  proud  as  you  ; 

There  was  a  time,  I  mufl  be  plain, 
Ere  adulation  turn'd  your  brain, 

Ere  pow'r  unmafk'd  your  pride; 
When  you,  my  lord,  diffus'd  afar, 
Your  luftre,  like  the  northern  ftar, 

Britannia's  hope  and  guide. 


But 
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But  now  thefe  rays  are  over-caft, 
Your  fun  has  now  his  zenith  pafr, 

Declining  are  your  fires  ; 
No  more  Britannia  meek  and  tame, 
Like,  a  fond  miftrefs  fans  your  flame, 

Nor  courts  your  wild  defires. 

Caft-off",  impoverifli'd,  undone, 

She  weeps,  her  health  and  fortune  gone, 

Whilft  your  new  love  rejoices ; 
Buther's  is  no  uncommon  ftate, 
'Tis  but  the  juft  decree  of  fate, 

To  dames  who  make  fuch  choices. 

America,  her  rival  flame, 

That  rough,  imperious,  haughty  dame, 

As  dark  in  heart  as  feature; 
With  your  opinions  to  comply, 
Forces  all  bonds  of  legal  tie 

Of  gratitude  and  nature. 

Rais'd  by  the  fondeft  mother's  care, 
She  wounds  that  mother  to  defpair, 

Who  gave  her  eafe  and  wealth ; 
Tutor'd  to  ferve  your  odious  ends, 
For  you  (he  cheats  herfelf  and  friends, 

With  you  intrigues  by  ftealth. 

Such  is  the  nature  of  yourfex, 
Regard le Is  whom  you  pleafe  or  vex, 

You  change  from  one  to  t'other  ; 
'Tis  luftful  paffion  tempts  the  man, 
When  daughters  give  up  all  they  can  ; 

Like  you  to  quit  the  mother.  In 
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This  may  be  folly  deem'd  in  youth, 
Ere  conftancy  and  focial  truth, 

Grow  with  the  growth  of  time ; 
Yet  fure  in  life  there  is  a  ft  age, 
When  treachery's  a  train  to  age, 

When  want  of  faith's  a  crime. 

In  vain  ajain  you  meanly  flv, 

With  golden  promife,  flatt'ring  figh, 

For  refuge  to  her  arms ; 
Wifely  {he  {huns  th'attra&ive  flame, 
That  blaz'd  but  to  undo  her  fame, 

Her  fortune,  health  and  charms. 

Britannia  now  has  found  a  friend, 
Aftive  and  able  to  defend, 

AcceJJihle  and  true ; 
On  Grenville  {he  has  caft  her  eye, 
From  him  expects  that  rich  fupply 

Of  wealth,  {he  loft  by  you. 

From  his  abundant  depth  of  mind, 
Kefources  flow  of  every  kind, 

To  eafe,  correct,  or  heal ; 
Frugal  of  treafures  not  his  own  ; 
He  bribes  no  hungry  courtier's  frown, 

He  dreads  no  foes  appeal. 

Avcrfe  to  {hed  Britannia's  blood, 

His  ruling  paflion's  public  good, 

His  liberty,  her  law  ; 
Reviv'd  by  thefefalubrious  pow'rs, 

She'll  reft  again  on  beds  of  flow'rs, 

And  ftrength  from  plenty  draw. 
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2To  cttiUiam  £itt,  fenDcti)e  greetpnge* 

MUIig  tons-rottf  goose  sotl^e  fouute  sifpmfe, 
&)zve  tonD'rou£  farre  aotije  Sotoe  tijpne  elo* 
qucuce* 
Spp  Cpringt£  map  aioe  fome  palfpes  Ipmb  to  free: 
%\y>  mpg'ntur  cure— muS  net  compares  be : 
Jgrirannia'js:  Celt  retfera— to  liberty— 

fDe  kpnt-reDe  ureamtf,  j8>!  kecpe  pour  fcoonteoe 

couru : 
3dct  3lge#  probe  pour  uncorrupteo  fource* 
Q^p    tjumbie  crutctje   beoecke  poore   Biaypoe'^ 

fl;rpae: 
Britannia's  Ijcarte  be  offense  u?pe  at  ti)vnu 


TN  the  Old  Foundling  Hofpital  for  Wit  is  inferted 
-"*  the  double-fac'd  letter  of  cardinal  Richlieu.  An 
invention  of  the  like  kind,  is  the  Jefuits  Double-faced 
Creed,  which  was  publifhed  in  the  hiftory  of  Po- 
pery, 1679,  and  which,  according  to  the  different 
readings,  may  fuit  either  Papift  or  Protectant.  'Tis- 
a  true  portrait  of  the  followers  of  Ignatius  Loyola, 
and  worthy  a  place  in  the  New  Foundling  Hofpital 
for  Wit. 
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THE    JESUITS    DOUBLE-FACED    CREED. 

I  hold  for  faith  What  England's  church  allows* 
What  Rome's  church  faith  My  confcience  difavovvs. 
Where  the  king  is  head  The  flock  caw  take  no  fhafne, 

The  flock's  milled  Who  hold  the  Pope  fupi  erne. 
Where  the  altar's  dreft  The  worfhip's  fcarce  divine, 

The  people's  bleft  Whole  table's  bread  and  wine. 
He  is  an  afs  Who  their  communion  flies, 
Who  fliuns  the  mafs  Is  catholic  and  wife. 


XN    LATIN. 

Pro  fide  teneofand  Qua  docet  Anglican* 
Ajfirwat  qua  Romano.  Videnter  mihi  <vana, 
Supremus  quando  rex  eft  Tumpkbs  cftjovtiinataf 
Erratlcus  turn  Grex  eft  Cum  caput  fiat  papa, 
Altar e  cum  ornatur  Comtnunio  fit  vianis, 
Populus  turn  beatur  Cum  menfa  <vino  panit, 
Aftnl  nojnen  meruit  Hunc  morcm  qui  non  capit, 
Mijam  qui  deferuit  Catholicus  eft  &  fapit* 
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faid  to  have  a  fingular  turn  for  portrait  paint- 
ing, which  he  willingly  employs  in  the  fervice  of 
his  friends.  He  performs  gratis,  and  feldom  gives 
them  the  trouble  of  fetting  for  their  pictures.     But 

I  be- 
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I  believe  the  talents  of  this  ingenious  nobleman 
never  had  fo  fair  an  occafion  of  being  employed  to 
advantage  as  at  prefent.  It  happens  very  fortunately 
for  him,  that  he  has  now  a  fet  of  friends,  who 
feem  intended  by  nature  for  the  fubjecls  of  fuch  a 
pencil.  In  delineating  their  features  to  the  public, 
he.will  have  an  equal  opportunity  of  difplaying  the 
delicacy  of  his  hand,  and,  upon  which  he  chiefly 
piques  himfelf,  the  benevolence  of  his  heart.  But 
confidering  the  importance  of  his  prefent  cares,  I 
would  fain  endeavour  to  fave  him  the  labour  of  the 
deflgn,  in  hopes  that  he  will  beftovv  a  few  moments 
more  upon  the  execution.  Yet  I  will  not  prefume 
to  claim  the  merit  of  invention.  The  blindnefs  of 
chance  has  done  more  for  the  painter  than  the  warm- 
eft  fancy  could  have  imagined,  and  has  brought  to- 
gether fuch  a  group  of  figures  as  I  believe  never  ap- 
peared in  real  life,  or  upon  canvas  before. 

Your  principal  character,  my  lord,  is  a  young 
d —  mounted  upon  a  lofty  Phaeton  ;  his  head  grows 
giddy  ;  his  horfes  carry  him  violently  down  a  pre- 
cipice, and  a  bloody  carcafe,  the  fatal  emblem  of  Bri- 
tannia, lies  mangled  under  his  wheels.  By  the  fide  of 
this  fuiious  charioteer  fits  Caution  without  Forefighty 
a  motley  thing,  half  military,  fcarce  civil.  He  too 
would  guide,  but  let  who  will  drive,  is  determined  to 
have  a  feat  in  the  carriage.  If  it  be  poffible,  my  lord, 
give  him  to  us  in  the  attitude  of  an  orator  eating  the 
end  of  a  period,  which  may  begin  with,  I  did  not  fay 
/  would  pledge  myfelf—sThz  reft  he  eats, 

I  Your 
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.  Your  next  figure  muft  bear  the  port  and  habit  of  a 
judge.  The  laws  of  England  under  his  feet,  and  be- 
fore his  diftorted  vifion,  a  daggar,  which  he  calls  the 
law  of  nature,  and  which  marfhals  him  the  way  to 
murder  the  c — ft — n. 

In  fuch  good  company  the  refpeclable  p —  of  the 
c 1  cannot  be  omitted.  A  reafonable  number  of  de- 
crees muft:  be  piled  up  behind  him,  with  the  word  re- 
verfedin  capital  letters  upon  each  of  them  ;  and  outof 
his  decent  lips  a  compliment  a  la  Tilbury,  hell  and 

d nblafi  you  all.   N.  B.  It  would  not  be  amifs  to 

give  him  the  air  of  farting  at  the  decrees  above  men- 
tioned. 

There  is  ftill  a  young  man,  my  lord,  who  I  think 
will  make  a  capital  figure  in  the  piece.  His  features 
are  too  happily  marked  to  be  miftaken.  A  fingle  line 
of  his  face  will  be  fufficient  to  give  us  the  heir  appa- 
rentof  Loyola,  and  all  the  college.  A  little  more  of  the 
devil,  my  lord,  if  you  pleafe,  about  the  eyebrows ;  that's 
enough ;  a  perfect  Malagrida,  I protefi  !  So  much  for 
his  perfon  -,  and  as  for  his  mind,  a  blinking  bull-dog 
placed  near  him,  will  form  a  very  natural  type  of  all 
his  good  qualities. 

Thefe  are  the  figures,  which  are  to  come  forward 
to  the  front  of  the  piece.  Your  friendfhip  for  the 
of ,  will  naturally  fecure  a  corner  in  the  retire- 
ment for  him  and  his  curtain.  Provided  you  difcover 
him  on  a  bed,  with  a  magic  wand  in  his  hand,  any 
one  of  Aretine's  poftures  will  fuit  him ;  for  if  fame  be 
not  too  partial,  there  is  certainly  a  bed,  upon  which 
he  has  exhibited  with  uncommon  grace  and  aclivity 
in  them  all.  If 
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If  there  are  flill  any  vacancies  in  the  canvas,  you 
wiil  eafily  fill  them  up  with  fixtures  or  (till  life.  You 
may  (hew  us  half  a  paymafter  for  inftance*  with  a  pa- 
per flack  upon  the  globe  of  his  eye,  and  a  label  out  of 
his  mouth,  No,  Sir,  I  am  of  t'other  fide,  Sir.  How  I  la- 
ment that  founds  cannot  be  conveyed  to  the  eye  ! 

You  may  give  us  a  C r  in  Ch and  a 

S at  W feeming  to  pull  at  two  ends  of  a 

rope,  while  a  flipknot  in  the  middle  may  really  ftrangle 
three-  fourths  of  the  army ;  or  a  lunatic  brandifhing  a 
crutch,  or  bawling  through  a  grate,  or  writing  with 
defperate  charcoal  a  letter  to  North  America  ;  or  a 
Scotch  fecretary  teaching  the  Irifh  people  the  true  pro- 
nunciation of  the  Englifh  language.  That  barbarous 
people  are  but  little  accuftomed  to  figures  of  oratory, 
fo  that  you  may  reprefent  him  in  any  attitude  you 

think  proper,  from  that  of  Sir  G ^t  E- down 

to  Gov.*  J ne.     Thefe  however  are  but  the 

(lighter  ornaments  of  compofition,  and  fo  I  leave 
them  to  the  choice  of  your  own  luxurious  fancy. 

The  back  ground  may  be  fhadovved  with  the 
natural  obfcurity  of  Scotch  clerks  and  Scotch  fe- 
cretaries,  who  may  be  itched  out  to  the  life  with 
one  hand  grafping  a  pen,  the  other  rivetted  in 
their  refpeclive  pofteriors.  Your  foutherh  writers 
are  apt  to  rub  their  foreheads  in  the  agony  of  com- 
pofition ;  but  with  Scotchmen,  the  feat  of  infpi- 
ration  lies  in  a  lower  place,  which,,  while  the 
FUROR  is  upon  them,  they  lacerate  without 
mercy.  By  this  delectable  friction,  their  imagina- 
tions become  as  prurient  as  their  backfides^  and  the 
I  %  latter 
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latter  are  relieved  from  one  fort  of  matter,  while 
their  brains  are  fupplied  with  another.  Every  thing 
they  write  in  fhort  is  poliihed  ad  unguem. 

But  amidft  all  the  licence  of  your  wit,  my  lord, 
I  muft  intreat  you  to  remember  that  there  is  one 
character  too  high,  and  too  facred  even  for  the  pen- 
cil of  a  peer,  though  your  lordfhip  has  formerly 
done  bufinefs  for  the  family.  Befides,  the  attempt 
would  be  unneceflary.  -  The  true  character  of  that 
great  perfon  is  engraven  in  the  hearts  of  the  Irifli 
nation  ;  and  as  to  a  falfe  one,  they  need  only  take 
a  furvey  of  the  perfon  and  manners  of  their  chief 
governor,  if,  in  the  midft  of  their  diltrefTes,  they 
can  laugh  at  the  perfect  caricatura  of  a  k — . 

CORREGGIO. 


ON    THE 

EXECUTION  OF  JOHN  AYLIFFE,  ESQ. 

FOR    A    FORGERY    RESPECTING    LORD    HOLLAND. 

llle  crucem  fceleris  pretium  tulit,  hie  diadema. 

Juvenal. 

AYliffe  and  ,  when  call'd,  in  days  of  old, 

Their  ftinking  carcafes,  like  bunters,  fold, 
Each  ferv'd  alternate,  the  lafcivious  *  dame, 
Alike  their  merits,   poverty  and  fame  5 

*  Mrs,  H r. 

Alike 
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Alike  their  toils !  Ah  !  why  unlike  their  fate  ? 
One  villain  hangs,  the  other  robs  the  ftate, 
With  ermin'd  pride  his  father's  livery  lines, 
Power   fprung    from    luft  with  endlefs    wealth 

combines, 
And  like  to  Bute  in  all  a  firft  rate  patriot  fhines. 


! 


A      NEW      AND      HUMOUROUS      METHOD    OF    READING 
THE    NEWS-PAPERS. 

FO  R  feveral  months  paft  I  have  refided  in  the 
country,  with  a  very  agreeable  family,  about 
forty  miles  from  London.  The  environs  were  molt 
delightful,  and  we  had  plenty  of  {hooting,  fifhing, 
walking,  and  riding.  But  as  the  weather  was  fre- 
quently fuch  as  obliged  us  to  keep  within  doors, 
we  then  endeavoured  to  amufe  ourfelves  with  cards 
and  news- papers.  Cards  to  thofe  who  love  play, 
are  a  vaft  fund  of  amufement.  Every  time  the  fpots 
and  pictures  are  fhufHed,  they  afford  frefh  enter- 
tainment; hut  this  is  by  no  means  the  cafe  with 
regard  to  news-papers;  for  when  you  have  once 
perufed  the  four  pages  of  unconnected  occurrences, 
and  mifcellaneous  advertifements,  the  abrupt  tran- 
fitions  from  article  to  article,  without  the  fmallefl 
connection  between  one  paragraph  and  another, 
overload  and  confufe  the  memory  {o  much,  that, 
when  you  are  queftioned,  you  can  never  give  a  tolera- 
I  3  b\e 
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ble  account  of  what  you  have  been  reading.  Hence 
it  is,  that  one  fo  often  fees  people  perufe  two  or 
three  news-papers,  and  throw  them  down,  one 
after  another,  with  the  conftant  complaint  of,  Not 
a  fyllable  of  news — Nothing  at  all  in  the  papers,  to  ■ 
the  great  discredit  of  thofe  daily  vehicles  of  intel- 
ligence, and  the  great  detriment  of  you,  Sir,  and 
the  reft  of  your  brethren.  Now,  this  is  extremely 
unjuft ;  for  the  fault  (as  already  hinted)  is  not  in 
the  news-papers,  but  in  the  readers  having  taken 
too  copious  a  dofe,  confiding  of  an  olio,  or  mixed 
compofition  of  politics,  religion,  picking  of  pockets, 
puffs,  cafualties,  deaths,  marriages,  bankruptcies, 
preferments,  refignations,  executions,  lottery-tick- 
ets, India  bonds,  Scotch  pebbles,  Canada  bills, 
French  chicken-gloves,  auctioneers,  and  quack- 
doclors.  What  a  curious  jumble  is  this,  and  what 
wonder  is  it,  that  four  folio  pages  of  it,  confiding 
of  four  columns  each,  fhould  prove  too  potent  a  dofe 
for  the  memory  of  moft  readers  ?  But  in  purfuing 
this  matter,  1  had  aimoft  loft  light  of  the  point  I 
had  originally  in  view,  when  1  began  this  letter; 
which  was  to  fliew,  that  newt-papers,  as  well  as 
cards,  were  capable  of  affording  a  variety  of  enter- 
tainment. At  prcfent  I  fhall  only  mention  one  im- 
provement in  reading  the  papers,  which  we  praclifed 
in  the  country  with  great  fuccefs  ;  and  that  was, 
after  we  had  read  the  paper  in  the  old  trite  vulgar 
way,  i.  e.  each  column  by  itfelf  downwards,  we 
next  read  two  columns  together  onwards  ;  and  by 
this  new  method  found  much  more  entertainment 

than 
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than  in  the  common  way  of  reading,  with  a  greater 
variety  of  articles,  curioufly  blended,  or  ftrikingly 
contrafted.  In  more,  blind  chance  brought  about 
the  ftrangeft  connections,  and  frequently  coupled 
perfons  and  things  the  moft  heterogeneous,  things 
fo  oppofite  in  their  nature  and  qualities,  that  no 
man  alive  would  ever  have  thought  of  joining  them 
together. 

placidis  coeunt  immitia,  — — 

Serpentes  avlbus  gemznantur,  tigribus  ag  iu 

As  I  always  carry  a  pencil  in  my  pocket,  I  ufed 
to  fet  down  thofe  that  were  moft  remarkable  ;  and 
now  fend  you  a  collection  of  them,  to  be  inferted 
in  your  paper.  I  hope  my  very  good  friend  and 
patron  the  public  will  receive  this  attempt  with  his 
ufual  candour  and  indulgence,  as  it  tends  to  pro- 
mote the  practice  of  reading,  and  to  enlarge  the 
circle  of  innocent  amufement, 

PAPIRIUS   CURSOR. 

The  fword  of  ftate  was  carried 

before    Sir    John     Fielding,   and    committed   to 
Newgate. 

Laft  night,  the  princefs  royal  was  baptized 
Mary,  alias  Moll  Hacket,  alias  Black  Moll. 

This  morning  the  Right  Hon.  the  Speaker 

was  convicted  of  keeping  a  diforderly  houfe. 
This  day  his  Majefty  will  go  in  ftate  to 
fifteen  notorious  common  proftitutes. 
Their  R.  H.  the  dukes  of  York  and  Gloucefter 
were  bound  over  to  their  good  behaviour. 

At 
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At  noon  her  R.  H.  the  Princefs  Dowager  was 
married  to  Mr.  Jenkins  an  eminent  taylor. 

Lord  Chatham  took  his  feat  in  the  houfe  of 
And  was  feverely  handled  by  the  populace. 

Friday  a  poor  blind  man  fell  into  a  faw-pit, 

to  which  he  was  conducted  by  Sir  Clement  Cottrel— 

'Tis  faid  that  a  great  oppofition  is  intended 
Pray  flop  it,  and  the  party 

A  certain  commoner  will  he  created  a  peer. 
*#*  No  greater  reward  will  be  offered. 

John  Wilkes,  Efq;  fetoutfor  France, 

being  charged  with  returning  from  tranfportation. 

Laft  night  a  m  1  terrible  fire  broke  out, 

And  the  evening  concluded  with  the  utmofl  feflivity. 

At  a  very  full  meeting  of  common  council 
the  greateft  mew  of  horned  cattle  this  feafon. 

Removed  to  Marybone,  for  the  benefit  of  the  air, 
The  city  and  liberties  of  Weftminiter. 

Irately  came  out  of  the  country, 

the  Middlefex  hofpital,  enlarged  with  a  new  wing. 

The  Free-Mafons  will  hold  their  annual  grand  lodge 
N.  Ij.  The  utmoft  fecrecy  may  be  depended  on. 

Yefterday  the  new  Lord  Mayor  was  fworn  in, 
afterwards  toffed  and  gored  feVeral  perfons. 

When  the  honour  of  knighthood  was  conferredon  him 
to  the  great  joy  of  that  noble  family. 

A  fine  turtle,  weighing  upwards  of  eighty  pounds, 
was  canied  before  the  fitting  alderman. 

Sunday  a  poor  woman  was  fuddenly  taken  in  labour, 
the  contents  whereof  have  not  yet  tranfpired. 

Whereas 
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Whereas  the  faid  barn  was  fet  on  fire  by 

an  incendiary  letter  dropped  early  in  the  morning. 

The  king  of  Pruftia  has  wrote  to  our  court, 
M  If  yow  dantpote  fife  powns  in  a  fartin  plafe" 

This  morning  will  be  married  the  lord  vifcount 
and  afterwards  hung  in  chains  purfuant  to  his  fentence, 

He  was  examined  before  the  fitting  alderman, 
and  no  queftions  afked. 

The  executors  of  the  late  Dr.  Ward  continue 
At  the  horfe  infirmary  near  Knightfbridge. 

By  order  of  the  commiilioners  for  paving 
An  infallible  remedy  for  the  i'tone  and  gravel. 

To  be  difpofed  of,  greatly  under  prime  coft, 
Nothing  under  full  price  will  be  taken. 

The  creditors  of  Mary  Jones  are  defired  to  meet 

I  will  pay  no  debts  of  her  contracting. 

Any  lady  defirous  of  lying  in  privately 
Will  be  delivered  at  any  part  of  the  town. 

Colds  caught  at  this  feafon  are 
The  companions  to  the  playhoufe. 

Wants  a  p'ace  of  all  work 

A  ftrong-bodied  mare,  miftrefs  of  16  (tone, 

Wanted  an  houfe-keeper  to  an  elderly  gentleman, 
warranted  found,  wind  and  limb,  free  from  blemifh. 

Wanted,  to  take  care  of  an  elderly  gentlewoman, 
An  active  young  man,  juftcome  out  of  the  country. 

To  be  let,  and  entered  on  immediately, 

A  young  woman,  that  will  put  her  hand  to  any  thing, 

To  be  fold  to  the  beft  bidder, 

My  feat  in  parliament  being  vacated. 

I  have 
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I  have  long  laboured  under  a  complaint 
For  ready  money  only. 

The  Turk's-head  bagnio  is  now  opened, 
Where  may  be  had,  price  5s.  in  fheets. 

One  of  his  majefty's  principal  fecretaries  of  ftate 
fell  off  the  fhafts,  being  afleep,  and  the  wheels  went 

[over  him. 

'Tis  faid  the  miniftry  is  to  be  new  modell'd; 
The  repairs  of  which  will  coft  the  public  a  large  fum 

[annually. 

This  has  occafion'd  a  cabinet  council  to  be  held 
at  Betty's  fruit-fhop  in  St.  James's  ftreet. 

Being  St.  Patrick's  day,  the  tutelary  faint  of  Ireland, 
the  ftanding  committee  will  Jit  at  twelve; 

Aged  76  was  married  to  a  young  girl  of  eighteen  ; 
The   reafon  of  his  committing  this  ram  aclion  is 

[not  known, 

'Tis  faid  that  A n  B d  will  not  go  to  the 

[South  of  France, 
Another  wild  bead  having  appeared  in  the  Gevaudan. 

To  be  difpofed  of  by  private  contract, 

In  the  room  of  their  late  member  created  a  peer; 

'Tis  thought  the  election  will  be  warmly  contefted, 
In  order  to  preferve  unanimity  in  the  county. 

He  has  juft  open'd  a  houfe  for  inoculation ; 
•fff  Be  careful  to  have  the  right  fort. 

Genteel  places  in  any  of  the  public  offices, 
So  much  admired  by  the  nobility  and  gentry. 


THE 
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THE       ANALOGY 

BETWEEN    LEGISLATION    AND    HORSE-RACING 

THE  fwift-pac'd  hours  convoke  again 
Our  fenate  on  Newmarket's  plain  ; 
They  mind  not  here  who's  out,  who's  in — 
Their  conteft  is,  who  nrnft  fhall  win. 
Here  too  they  drop  all  party  rage — 
Far  diff'rent  heats  their  thoughts  engage. 

Once  on  the  turf  I'll  boldly  venture, 
My  Pegafus  the  lifts  {hall  enter; 
Jockies,  his  wings  ye  need  not  dread — 
They're  weighted  by  his  rider's  lead. 

I've  heard  there  is  a  near  alliance 
'Twixt  ev'ry  lib'ral  art  and  fcience  ; 
So  the  fame  features  we  may  trace  in 
Both  legiflation  and  horfe-racing. 

Good  laws  require  good  heads  to  make  'em  : 
And  fo  do  bets,  to  lay,  or  take  'em. 

Laws  are  defign'd  to  keep  rogues  under; 
To  fave  your  houfe  and  purfe  from  plunder. 
And  he  whofe  noble  genius  aims 
To  fhine  at  thefe  olympic  games, 
And  cannot,  with  fuperior  lleight, 
Out-wit  the  knave,  the  biter  bite, 
Mult  leave  the  turf,  or  ever  curfe 
The  mis'ries  of  an  empty  purfe. 

I've  heard  it  faid,  our  fenate  fhou'd 
Enact  their  laws  forgen'ral  good  ; 
And  therefore  fhould  have  hearts  that  feel 
Moil  warmly  for  the  common-weal. 

And 
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And  who  can  doubt  but  they  inheuit 
This  noble  and  exalted  fpirit, 
That  can  confign  their  thoufands  o'er 
To  wretches  they  ne'er  faw  before  ? 
When  too  (to  heighten  their  deferving) 
Their  wives  and  families  are  ftarving  r 

Does  not  the  faddle  reprefent ! 
Taxes,  clapt  on  by  parliament  ? 
Nor  has  the  nation  fhewn  bad  fport  ? 
We  humbly  thank  their  honours  for't : 
Though  fome  have  made  complaint  of  late, 
Their  backs  were  gall'd  with  over-weight ; 
And  that  their  fides  had  forely  felt 
The  whip  and  fpur  full  freely  dealt ; 
Yet  hope  thefe  patriot  jockies  will 
At  length,  to  fhew  true  fportfman's  (kill, 
Pull  in  their  fteeds,  quite  out  of  breath, 
Nor  pufh  the  willing  tits  to  death. 
Proceed,  ye  two-fold  legislators 
Of  horfes  and  your  fellow  creatures ; 
Keep  well  your  feats,  nor  vote,  nor  ride, 
On  poll's  or  miniftry's  wrong  fide; 
So  (hall  the  purfc  your  pockets  fill, 
And  grooms  and  ftatefmen  praife  your  (kill*] 


TWO 
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TWO 


EXTRAORDINARY   ADVERTISEMENTS 

FROM   THE   LONDON  EVENING  POST  OF  DECEMEER    12, 
AND  22,     I767. 

December  6th,  1767. 

WHereas  a  perfon,  who  fliles  himfelf  major 
Biereton,  has  falfly  and  fcandaloufly  af- 
perfed  the  characters  of  feveral  gentlemen,  members 
of  the  Jockey  Club;  it  is  'unanimoufly  agreed,  at 
a  general  meting  of  the  Jockey  Club,  held  this  day 
at  the  Star  and  Garter  tavern,  Pall  Mall,  that  the 
faid  Brereton  be  expelled  the  new  coffee-room  at 
Newmarket ;  a  fociety  inftituted  purpofely  to  ex- 
clude all  peifons,  except  thofe  whofe  conduct  and 
characters  intitle  them  to  be  received  into  the  com- 
pany of  gentlemen. 


Grafton, 
Ancafter, 
Kingfion, 
Northumberland, 
Up.  Offory, 
Afhburnham, 
G.  Selwyn, 
Tho.Pentcn,jun. 
-    John  Scot, 
Richard  Cox, 
John  Calvert, 
March  and  Ruglen, 
Orford, 
T  no.  Shirley, 


Robert  Pigott,  jun. 

Fr.  Naylor, 

C.  Boothby  Skrymfher, 

Bolingbroke, 

T.  Charles  Bunbury, 

Waldegrave, 

Robert  Brudenell, 

George  Cavendifn, 

George  Lane  Parker, 

Barrymore, 

Bridgewater, 

Gower, 

Granby, 

J.  S.  Douglafs. 


Whereas 


[  '35  ] 

WHereas  an  advertifement  has  been  publifhed 
in  this  paper,  figned  by  twenty-eight perfons 
(many  of  whom  are  cf  high  rank  and  diftin&ion) 
to  inform  the  world  that  they  thought  fit  to  expel 
me  the  new  coffee-room  of  Newmarket,  as  unworthy 
to  be  received  into  the  company  of  gentlemen,  be- 
caufe  I  have  (as  feme  of  them  fay)  falfely  and 
fcandalouily  afperfed  the  characters  of  feveral  mem- 
bers of  the  'Jockey  Club  :  I  think  it  incumbent  on  me 
to  declare  (for  the  further  information  of  the  public) 
that  the  fuppofed  falfe  and  fcandalous  afperfion 
therein  alluded  to,  is  my  having  told  his  grace  the 
duke  of  Northumberland  and  lord  OfTory,  that  cer- 
tain members  of  that  club  had  cheated  them  and  me 
at  cards,  at  the  laft  meeting  at  Newmarket :  I  told 
them  publicly,  becaufe  I  faw  it  with  my  own  eyes. 
I  told  them  fo,  not  in  fecret,  but  in  the  prefence  of 
the  accufed,  the  fame  day  in  which  they  had 
cheated.  I  {till  infift  upon  the  truth  of  what  I  have 
faid,  and  am  ready  to  atteft  it  upon  oath.  I  do  not 
here  mention  the  names  of  the  perfons  who  were 
guilty  of  cheating,  becaufe  I  (hou; d  thereby  incur  a 
profecution,  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  thofe  gentle- 
men would  take  the  advantage  of:  but  being  now  in 
London,  and  finding  it  the  only  fafe  way  of  pub- 
lishing my  cafe,  I  take  this  method  to  declare,  that 
I  am  ready  to  inform  any  gentlemen  whom  thefe 
perfons  are,  together  with  all  the  circumftances  of 

their  behaviour. 

William  Brlreton. 

F    I    N    I    S. 


London^  July  16,  1768. 

PROPOSALS  for  printing  A  NEW  BARONET- 
AGE of  ENGLAND  :  containing  an  hiftorical 
and  genealogical  account  of  the  English  Baro- 
nets, now  exifting,  from  the  inflitution  of  that 
order,  in  the  reign  of  King  James  the  Firft,  to 
the  prefent  time.  With  all  the  arms  accurately 
and  elegantly  engraved. 

To     the    PUBLIC. 

A  New  Baronetage  of  England  has  for  fome  years 
been  much  defired  by  the  public;  and  indeed 
the  obvious  neceflity  of  fuch  a  work  fufficiently  juf- 
tiftes  their  impatience  for  it:  efpecially  if  we  confi- 
der,  that  it  is  now  near  thirty  years  fince  the  laft 
compilation  of  that  kind  was  publifhed,  and  that  the 
great  number  of  refpeclable  families  advanced  to  this 
order  fince  that  period,  and  the  ftiil  greater  number 
of  alterations,  occafioned  by  deaths  and  other  oc- 
currences, have  rendered  the  former  Baronetages 
extremely  inaccurate  and  imperfect.  To  fupply 
the  defects,  therefore,  of  preceding  publications  of 
this  nature,  and  to  accommodate  the  public  with 
a  new  and  complete  Baronetage  of  England,  from 
the  reign  of  king  James  I.  to  the  prefent  time,  is 
thedefign  of  this  performance  :  towards  the  perfect- 
ing of  which  feveral  curious  and  valuable  materials 
have  been  kindly  furnifhed  by  fome  learned  friends; 
many  books  have  been  confulted,  which  had  efcaped 
the  notice  of  former  editors;  and  many  pedigrees 
and  other  authentic  accounts  examined,  to  which 
they  had  not  been  able  to  procure  accefs.  With 
thefe  and  the  like  helps,  this  Baronetage,  it  is  pre- 
iumed,  will  appear  to  greater  advantage  than  any 

former 


former  work  of  the  fame  kind  ;  yet  even  with  all 
thefe  helps  the  editors  are  far  from  thinking  it  will 
be  perfect,  without  the  kind  afliftance  of  the  Ba- 
ronets themfelves  or  their  friends,  efpecially  thofe 
who  have  been  created  fince  the  year  1740;  and 
therefore  it  is  moft  earneflly  reo^efted,  that  they 
would  be  fo  obliging,  as  well  from  a  regard  to  their 
own  honour  and  dignity,  as  in  compliment  to  the 
public,  to  tranfmit  an  account  of  their  families  and 
arms,  (or  point  out  where  they  may  be  met  with)  to 
the  publifher,  J.  Almon,  in  Piccadilly,  who  will 
take  care  tofoiward  them  to  the  editors.  By  this 
means  the  wor<c  will  be  rendered  accurate  and  per- 
fect j  and  each  family  will  have  the  fatisfa6tion  of 
appearing  in  the  manner  that  is  moft  agreeable  to 
its  wifhes.  The  editors,  therefore,  cannot  con- 
clude without  repeating  their  earneft  folicitation  to 
the  feveral  families,  into  whofe  hands  thefe  propo- 
fals  may  fall,  to  contribute  their  friendly  and  gene- 
rous affiftance  towards  compleating  this  uieful  and 
valuable  defign. 

Printed  for    j.    Almon,    oppofite   Burlington- 
Houfe,  in  Piccadilly. 
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PART     THE     SECOND, 


THE   OFFER  OF   A  YOUNG   MINISTER 
TO  THE  PUBLIC, 

IN  THIS  TIME  OF  NECESSITY. 

Since  the  ftate  is  in  want  of  fome  bold  forward 
youth, 
Who  can  guide  with  difcretion,  with  fpirit  and 

truth  ; 
With  a  view,  my  good  people,  our  meafures  to 

mend, 
Permit  me  to  point  out  my  young  hearty  friend  ; 
He  is  refolute,  eafy,  obedient  and  clear, 
And  I  think,  if  I  know  him,  he'il  do  for  a  year. 

He's  form'd  cap  a  pie  In  the  befl  modern  way  ; 
And — as  long  as  he's  pleas'd — is  too  true  to  betray  ; 
His  wit  is  fo  ftriking,  he'll  dare  to  engage 
Great  M — f — d  the  wonder  and  gem  of  the  age  ; 
B         1a  '   So 


[       2       ] 

So  fhrewd — that,  if  factions  furround  him,    he'll 

trick  'cm 
As  ably  as  R m,  G n,  or  W m. 

As  Apelles  fele&ed  from  each  Grecian  face, 

To  paint  his  ram'd  Venus,    fome  beauty  or  grace, 

So  he,  from  each  flatefman  who  mines  at  this  time, 

To  imke  hi mfelf  perfect,  has  fKim'd  off  the  cream. 

J? torn  B — e   he   learnt  courage,  intrigue  from  his 

brother, 
And  craft  from  'em  both,  for  they're  fhades  to  each 

other. 

From  Ch m  he  learnt  to  harangue  and  difpute 

For  American  rights,  ere  he  crept  to  lord  B — e  : 

From  C n's  kind,  liberal,  generous  foul, 

"To  give  the  C npovur  'bove  legal  controul  : 

Lord  C re  taught  him  friendfhip,  lord  S — ys 

ready  wit, 
And  Ch s  when  to  yield  to  the  fpur  and  the 

bit. 

With  H d  he  fludied  the  paffions  of  men, 

And  knows  all  th  ir  price  from  one  hundred  to  ten  : 

A'll  the  ;  rt>  of  i  o:k-jobbing  each  broker  could 

brng, 
He  poiT  flf  s,  improv'd  by  1 — d  H — t — d  this  fpring; 
And,  to  fam  up  this  prodigy  all  in  one  line, 
"  My  friend  in  political  merit's  a  mine  j" 

A  mine, 


[     3     ] 
A  mine,  that  if  work'c ,  large  refources  will  yield, 

To  the  C — t,  to  the  S — te,  the  C 1,  and  field  ; 

As  he  fprung  from  the  dirt,  fo  in  dirt  he'll  live  on, 

And  will  perifh  in  fin — for  the  good  of  the  C n. 

If  thefe  are  not  qualities  worthy  to  rule, 

Ye  may  take  B — e  and  H d,  with   all   the 

Scotch  fchool. 


THE   PRESENT   AGE, 

*^  O  more,  my  friend  !  of  vain  applaufe, 

Nor  complimental  rhymes  : 
Come,  Mufe,  let's  call-  another  caufe, 
And  fing  about  the  times. 

For,  of  all  ages  ever  known, 

The  prefent  is  the  oddefi  ; 
As  all  the  men  are  honeit.  grown, 

And  all  the  women,  modeft. 


No  lawyers  now  are  fond  of  fees, 

Nor  clergy  of  their  dues, 
Few  people  at  the  play  one  fees, 

At  church,  what  crowded  pews  ! 

No  courtiers  now  their  friends  deceive 

With  promifes  of  favour  : 
For  what  they  make  'em  once  believe, 

They  faithfully  endeavour. 

B  2  Qui 
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Our  nobles ! — Heav'n  defend  us  all ! 

I'll  nothing  fay  abojt  'em  : 
For  they  are  great,  and  Fm  but  fmall, 

So,  Mule,  jog  on  without  'em. 

Our  gentry  !  what  a  virtuous  race  ! 

Defpifmg  earthly  treafures  : 
Fond  of  true  honour's  glorious  chace, 

And  quite  averfe  to  pleafures. 

The  ladies  drefs  fo  plain,  indeed, 
You'd  think  'em  quakers  all  : 

Witnefs  the  wool-packs  on  their  head, 
So  comely  !  and  fo  fmall  ! 

What  tradefman  now  forfakes  his  mop, 

For  politics,  or  news  ? 
Or  takes  his  dealer  at  a  hop, 

Through  interefted  views  ? 

No  foaking  fot  his  fpoufe  neglects 
For  mugs  of  mantling  nappy; 

Nor  madly  fquanders  his  effects, 
To  make  himfelf  quite  happy. 

Our  frugal  tafte  the  flate  fecures, 
Whence,  then,  can  woe  begin  ? 

For  lux'ry's  all  turn'd  out  of  doors, 
Frugality  took  in. 
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Hence  all  the  plenty  of  the  times  ! 

Hence  all  provifions  cheap  ! 
Hence  dearth  of  follies  and  of  crimes? 

Hence  all  complaints  afieep  ! 

Vile  cuckold-making  is  forgot ; 

No  ladies  now  in  keeping', 
No  debtors  in  our  prifons  rot ! 

No  creditors  a  weeping  ! 

(So  frequent  once)  the  French  difeafe 
Is  grown  near  out  of  knowledge  ; 

And  doctors  take  but  mod'rate  fees 
In  country,  town,  or  college. 

No  pleafure-chaifes  fill  the  ftreets, 
Or  crowd  the  roads  on  Sunday  : 

So,  horfes  lab'ring  through  the  week, 
Obtain  a  refpite  one  day. 

See  !  gamefters,  jugglers,  fwearers,  lyars, 
Defpis'd,  and  out  of  faihion; 

And  modern  youth,  grown  felf-deniers, 
Fly  all  unlawful  paflion, 

Happy  the  nation  thus  endow'd  ! 

So  void  of  want  and  crimes  ! 
All  zealous  for  their  neighbour's  good  -y 

Oh  thefe  are  glorious  times  ! 

B3 
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Your  chara&er  !   (with  wond'ring  flare  ! 

Says  Tom,)  is  mighty  high,  Sir! 
But  pray  forgive  me,  if  I  fwear, 

I  think  'tis  all  a  lye,  Sir  ! 

Ha  !  think  you  fo  ?  my  honeft  clown  ! 

Then  take  another  light  on't ; 
Juft  turn  the  picture  upfide-down^ 

I  fear  you'll  fee  the  right  on't. 


o.w 


AN  ARTICLE  HAVING  BEEN  IN  THE 
PAPERS, 

OF  THE   EARL   OF   BUTE   PRESENTING    A   PAIR   OF 

UNCOMMON  FINE  DOVES   AND  A   PARROT 

TO  THE  P—  OF  W— } 

THE  FOLLOWING  LINES  APPEARED  SOON  AFTER. 

A  Pair  of  doves,  and  fent  me  by  my  Bute  ; 

Dear  birds,  how  well  the  tender  wifh  you  fuit ; 
A  pair  of  am'rous  doves,  both  highly  bred, 
And  one  of  love's  own  colour,  flaming  red. 
Dear  birds  !  repeats  the  fair,  and  heaves  a  figh, 
Congenial  fondnefs  kindling  in  her  eye. 
Poll  fcreams  :  Away,  thou  art  no  bird  for  me, 
She  cries  j  you  parrots  talk,  as  well  as  fee. 

AN 
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AN      EPIGRAM 

WRITTEN  EXTEMPORE, 

ON  READING   A  PARAGRAPH  IMPORTING  THE  RE- 
TIREMENT OF  A  CERTAIN  GREAT  FAVOURITE. 


A: 


S  the  devil  and  B —  were  converfing  of  late, 
Of  the  Ins  and  the  Outs,  and  the  care  of  the 

ftate; 
I  fancy,  cry'd  Satan,  my  worthy  old  friend, 
You  and  I  mail  go  downward  before  we  afcend  : 
My  honeft  colleague,  reply'd  B — ,  that's  a  (hock, 
Afcend  I  can  all-ways — (perhaps  to  the  b — .) 
You  know,  anfwer'd  Lucifer,  long  I've  been  true; 
But  if  party's  too  pow'rful  !  what  can  we  do  ? 
Ken  me  reeht,  fays  my  1 — ,  it  admits  nae  difpute, 
Aw  the  laddies  in  Scotland  will  fcreen  Janny  £ — . 
You're  a  fool  !    anfwer'd   Lucifer,  balance  the 

fcales  ; 
Your  own  country  detefts  you,  Go — run  into 

Wales. 

Polly  Clark. 


B4  ON 
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ON    THE    KING 

DECLARING    THAT  HE   WOULD    HAVE  NO  MONEY 
SPENT  ON  ELECTIONS, 

BUT  THAT  "HE  WOULD  BE  TRIED  BY  HIS  COUNTRY." 

r"pRied  by  your  country  !  To  your  people's  love, 

Amiable  prince,  fo  foon  appeal  ! 
Stay,  till  the  tender  fentiments  improve, 
Ripening  to  gratitude  from  zeal. 

Years  hence  (yet  ah  !  too  foon)  fhall  Britain  fee 

The  trial  of  thy  virtues  pail; 
Who  could  foretel  that  your  firft  wifh  would  be, 

What  all  believe  will  be  your  laft  ? 


AN       ODE. 

TT  O  W  vain  are  guards  when  guilty  fear 

Diffracts  the  confcious  tyrant's  breaft  ?. 
When  empty  founds  difturb  his  ear, 
And  fancy'd  murd'rers  break  his  reft  ? 

While  he  who  rules  with  peaceful  fway, 
Whofe  fafety  does  from  virtue  flow  ; 

Nor  fears  the  battle's  dread  array, 

Nor  treach'rous  poignard's  fatal  blow. 

No 
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No  danger  innocence  can  move ; 

Secure  by  power  divine  it's  led 
Impending  ruin  from  above, 

Still  waits  upon  the  guilty  head. 


AN     EPIGRAM. 

TT7HEN  Samfon,  full  of  wrath,   devis'd, 

Vengeance  on  falfe  Philiftia's  race, 
Three  hundred  foxes  fcarce  fufiic'd 
To  blaze  deftruction  o'er  the  place. 

Three  hundred,  fays  his  grace,  and  fmiles, 

Alas,  in  my  adminiftration 
One  fingle  F —  alone  had  wiles 

Sufficient  to  deftroy  a  nation. 


EPIGRAM. 

BY  AN  ETON  BOY. 

AS,  on  a  board  well-pois'd,  boys  fink  and  rife, 
As  fcales,  one  falling,  t'other  upward  flies, 
The  fons  of  Weftminfter,  and  Eton  fchool 
Hold,  in  affairs  of  flate,  divided  rule. 

F — Itn — v 
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f  P — ltn — y  was  down,  and  envying  j|  Walpole's 

height, 
Strove  long,  in  vain,  to  rife  above  the  knight. 
The  f  P — lh — ma  next  rofe  up  to  high  renown, 
But  cunningly  they  firfl  puli'd  Walpole  down, 
f  Gr — nv — lie  aloft  was,  like  a  meteor,  feen, 
He  blaz'd  one  morn,  and  difappear'd  at  e'en. 
U  F — x  in  his  bold  attempt  was  foon  laid  fprawl- 

Juft  on  his  rife,  he  fell,  for  fear  of  falling. 
Quick,  t  H — 11 — s  mounted,  ever  in  a  hurry, 
And  on  the  rifing  fide  up  ftarted  f  M — rr — y. 
That  fcale  is  finking  now  :  'tis  tit  for  tat  : 
Beware  ye  Weftminfters  of  ||  P — tt  and  j|  P — tt. 

f  Bred  at  Weftminfter.  ||  Bred  at  Eton. 


UPON  ST.  GEORGE  FOR  ENGLAND. 

CT.  George,  to  lave  a  maid,  the  dragon  flew ; 

A  pretty  tale,  if  all  that's  faid  be  true; 
Some  fay  there  was  no  dragon  ;   and  'tis  faid, 
There  was  no  George  j  I  wifh  there  was  a  maid. 


E?I- 
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EPIGRAM. 

ON  A  FAST,   fEB.  1758. 

*Tp  O  faft  for  our  fins  !—  why  'tis  decent  enough  ; 
But  to  faft  for  fuccefs  on  our  arms,    is  mere 
fluff; 
It  may  likewife  be  healthy,— fet  the  ftomach  quite 

right, 
But  I  wifh  it  wou'd  give  us  a  ftomach  to  fight. 


THE   LOYAL    PAIR. 

AN  EPIGRAM. 

"I'LL  lift  for  a  foldier,  fays  Robin  to  Sue, 

T'  avoid  your  eternal  difputes. 
Aye,  aye,  cries  the  termagant,  do,  Robin,  do, 
I'll  raifey  the  mean  while,  frefh  recruits. 

R.J. 


ON 
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ON  A  PRINTING-HOUSE. 

'THE  world's  a  printing-home;    our  words, 
our  thoughts, 
Our  deeds,  are  characters  of  fev'ral  fizes  : 
Each  foul  is  a  compos'tor;  of  whole  faults 

The  Levites  are  correctors  ;    hcav'n  revifes  : 
Death  is  the  common  prefs  ;    from  whence  being 

driv'n, 
We're  gather'd  fheet  by  flieet,    and  bound  for 
heav'n. 


ON  THE   SCOTCH  PAVEMENT. 

TT  AD  paving  London  ftreets  in  tafle 

Been  left  to  me  alone, 
On  Scotchmen's  heads  we  might  have  trod, 
And  B —  the  corner  (tone. 


THE   THANE'S   DANCE. 

T    EAD  up,  join  Hands, 

Then  turn  about; 
The  thane  commands, 
Ye  now  go  ©ut. 

Another 
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Another  fett 

The  dance  begin  ; 
The  thane,  in  pet, 

Takes  others  in. 

Another  ftill 

The  thane  employs  ; 
Obey  my  will, 

The  tyrant  cries. 

u  Mind  that  ye  prance 

Juft  as  I  play, 
Or  ye  fhan't  dance 

Another  day." 


ON  A  LATE  PROMISED  RESIG- 
NATION. 

VK7TLL  Ch — m  refign,  or  continue  in  place  ? 

Is  a  queftion  of  doubtful  difpute. 
teace,  blockheads  !  there  can  be  no  doubt  in  the 
cafe, 
He's  already  refign'd — to  lord  B— . 


THE 
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THE  RATS  AND  THE  CHEESE. 

T  F  bees  a  government  maintain, 

Why  may  not  rats  of  itronger  brain, 
And  greater  pow'r,  as  well  be  thought 
By  Machiavelian  axioms  taught ; 
And  fo  they  are,  for  thus  of  late 
It  happen'd  in  the  rats  free  {late. 

Their  prince  (his  fubjecls  more  to  pleafe) 
Had  got  a  mighty  Chefhire  cheefe, 
In  which  his  minifters  of  ftate 
Might  live  in  plenty,  and  grow  great. 

A  pow'rful  party  ftrait  combin'd, 
And  their  united  forces  join'd. 
To  bring  their  meafures  into  play, 
For  none  fo  loyal  were  as  they  ; 
And  none  fuch  patriots  to  fupport, 
As  well  the  country  as  the  court. 
No  fooner  were  thofe  dons  admitted, 
But  (all  thofe  wond'rous  virtues  quitted) 
Regardlefs  of  their  prince,  and  thofe 
They  artfully  led  by  the  nofe, 
They  all  the  fpeedieft  means  devife 
To  raife  themfelves  and  families. 

Another 
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Another  party  well  obferving 
Thefe  pamper'd  were,  while  they  were  ftarving, 
Their  miniftry  brought  in  difgrace, 
Expell'd  them,  and  fupply'd  their  place  : 
Thefe  on  juft  principles  were  known 
The  true  fupporters  of  the  throne, 
And  for  the  fubjecYs  liberty, 
They'd  (marry  wou'd  they)  freely  die  $ 
But,  being  well  fix'd  in  their  ftation, 
Regardlefs  of  their  prince  and  nation, 
Juft  like  the  others,  all  their  fkill 
Was  how  they  might  their  paunches  fill. 

On  this,  a  rat  not  quite  fo  blind 
In  ftate-intrigues  as  human  kind, 
But  of  more  honour,  thus  reply'd  j 
Confound  ye  all  on  either  fide ; 
All  your  contentions  are  but  thefe, 
Whofe  arts  fhall  beft  fecure  the  cheefe. 

E    P    I    G    R    A    M. 

CAYS    great  Will — m  P— t,    with  his   ufual 

emotion, 
The  peers  are  no  more  than  a  drop  in  the  ocean. \ 
The  city  adore  him,  how  charming  a  thing  ! 
To  pull  down  the  peers,  and  to  humble  the  k~g ; 
But  fummon'd  to  court,  he  reflects  on  his  words, 
And  to  balance  the  frate,  takes  a  feat  with  the 
lords. 
+  Vide  the  wifeft  fpeech  he  ever  made. 

A  D I  A- 
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A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  RALPH  AND 
HODGE. 

RALPH. 

A  Dzooks  !  maftcr  Hodge,  you  are  welcome  to 
How  fares  all  our  friends  in  the  weft  ?   [town, 
Is  Cic'ly  alive,  and  Thomas  and  Joan, 
And  Margery  and  Kate  and  the  reft  ? 

HODGE. 

Aye,  aye,  they're  all  well,  and  defires  their  love, 

And  good  wifhes  to  you  and  to  aunt  \ 

But  I  heates  to  be  plagued  with  their  nonfenfe 
above 
All  things,  but  this  curfed  long  jaunt. 
I  longs  for  the  news — Is  'fquire  Wilkes  come  to 
town  ? 
May  we  hope  to  be  guided  by  P — t  ? 
We're  hugely  difmay'd  to  hear  'un  run  down — 
Zouns  ;    I  thought  the  town-folks  had  more 
wit. 

RALPH. 

As  to  Wilkes,  my  old  friend,    he  remains  where 
he  was ; 
And  as  to  his  friends, — why  plague  rat  'em : 
But  poor  'fquire  P — t  (allflejh  is  but  grafs) 
Lies  decently  buried  in  Chatham. 

ON 
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ON  THE  POLITICAL  DEATH  OF  THE 
LATE  GREAT  COMMONER. 

TT  ERE  dead  to  fame  lies  patriot  Will, 

His  monument  his  feat, 
His  titles  are  his  epitaph, 
His  robe  his  winding  fheet. 


ON  A  LATE  WHIMSICAL  EVENT 

THAT  BEFEL  SIR AT  THE  CASTLE  INN 

AT  MARLBOROUGH, 

IN  THE  MONTH  OF  FEB.  1767. 

A  T  Marlbro'  inn  oblig'd  to  flop, 

My  tir'd  mare,  and  bait  her  -9 
While  eating  of  my  mutton  chop, 
I  thus  addrefs'd  the  waiter : 

Who's  on  my  right  ?  I  hear  a  moan  ; 

—  In  ftate  Sir  Robert  lying. 
Who's  on  my  left  ?  I  hear  a  groan  : 

—  In  flate  L— ■  C dying. 

C  Then 
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Then  prithee  tell  me  what's  to  pay, 
(Deuce  take  your  introduction) 

For  I  no  longer  here  will  ftay 
Between  death  and  dejlruftion. 


ANACREONTIC 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  HARRY  BELLENDINE. 

*    BY  LORD  MIDDLESEX. 

XT'  E  Tons  of  Bacchus,  come  and  join 
In  folemn  dirge*  while  tapers  mine 
Around  the  grape-embofled  mrine 
Of  honeft  Harry  Bellendine. 

Pour  the  rich  juice  of  Bourdeaux  wine, 
Mix'd  with  your  falling  tears  of  brine, 
In  juft  libations,  o'er  the  mrine 
Of  honeft  Harry  Bellendine. 

Your  brows  let  ivy  chaplets  twine, 
While  you  pufh  round  the  fparkling  wine, 
And  let  your  table  be  the  fhrine 
Of  honeft  Harry  Bellendine, 


ON 
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ON  MR.  CHURCHILL'S  DEATH. 

"pRofe-driving  dunces,  waddling  fools  in  rhime, 
Scoundrels  of  ev'ry  kind,  by  vengeance  led  ; 
£pit  forth  your  venom,  poifon  all  our  clime, 
Churchill,  who  fcourg'd  you  to  your  hole?,  is 
dead !  J.  C. 

A  CURE  FOR  THE  KING'S  EVIL. 

BY  AN   ENGLISH   SURGEON. 

A    MAN  there  liv'd  at  L hall, 

Of  muckle  weight  i'th'  flate  -, 
Who  always  had  an  itchy  palm, 
And  eke  an  Evil  pate. 

This  Sovereign  remedy  I've  found, 

To  cure  this  curs'd  difeafe ; 
Lop  off  the  head,  the  limbs  will  fade, 

The  nation  be  at  eafe. 

THE  FOLLOWING  COPY  OF  VERSES 

are  to  be  fee  n  on  a  J  ma  11  cottage  or  building ,  in  the 
riifiic  tajie,  intended  as  a  -place  of  'retirement ;,  built 

by  Powis,  Efq\    in   a  grove  by   the   river 

Severn,  about  a  mile  from  Little  Walcot,  in  the 
county  of  Salop. 

CTAY  paiTenger,  and  tho'  within, 

Nor  gold  nor  glitt'ring  gems  are  feen, 
To  flrike  thy  dazzl'd  eye, 
Yet  enter,  and  thy  ravifh'd  mind 
Beneath  this  humble  roof  mail  find 
What  gold  will  never  buy. 

Within 
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Within  this  folitary  cell, 

Calm  thought  and  fweet  contentment  dwell, 

Parents  of  blifs  fincere  : 
Peace  fpreads  around  her  balmy  wings, 
And  baniih'd  from  the  courts  of  kings, 

Has  fix'd  her  manfion  here. 

THE  E— L  OF  N 'S  TOAST, 

ON  THE  SEVERAL  CHANGES   IN  THE  MINISTRY. 

"XlfHAT  that  Rogue  lofes,  this  Rogue  wins; 

Both  are  birds  of  a  feather  ; 
f*  Here's  damn  the  Outs,  and  damn  the  Ins, 
"  And  damn  them  all  together." 

ELEGY, 

ON   THE  DEATH  OF  ADMIRAL   BYNG. 
Fata]  vicimtude ! 
X  XT  AS  it  for  this  that  fortune  grac'd  thy  birth, 

Beftow'd  thee  titled  honour,  pomp,  and  place, 
And  pointed  out  the  way  that  led  to  worth, 
To  make  thy  death  confpicuoufly  bafe  ? 

Grant  me,  juft  .heavens  !  to  breathe  in  defart  air, 
And  mourn  my  days  in  folitude  forlorn, 

Rather  than  feat  me  in  ambition's  chair, 
If  I  muft  live  and  die  my  country's  fcorn. 

'Yet  from  the  fmalleft  to  the  greateft  crimes, 
Some  little  fhareof  gentle  pity's  due  : 

Britons  !   if  'tis  with-held  in  other  climes, 
The  poor  ofrender  claims  the  debt  from  you. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  yours  to  follow  radiant  truth,  to  poife, 
The  fcales  of  juftice  with  an  even  hand  : 

But  then  'tis  great,  'tis  juft  to  fympathize — 
Eke  wherefore  breathe  ye  in  a  chriftian  land. 

Since  he  has  paid  the  forfeit  of  the  laws, 
Indulge  his  friends  the  tribute  of  a  ftgh  ; 

It  will  not  wrono;  a  fufPring  nation's  caufe; 

Heav'n  loves  the  drops  that  gufii  from  pity's  eye. 

No  longer  let  revenge  purfue  its  blow, 

Nor  fcandal  ilrive  his  mem'ry  to  degrade  ; 

Let  deep  oblivion  bury  all  his  woe, 

And  o'er  his  foibles  fpread  her  friendly  fhade. 

Oh  !  then  (if  ye  can  grant  aboGn  fo  great) 
Forgive  the  mufe,  if  o'er  his  mould'ring  bier, 

In  kind  condolance  for  his  haplefs  fate, 
She  gen'rous  drops  the  fympathetic  tear. 

But  if,  emerging  forth  from  time's  dark  womb, 

Truth  fhould  exculpate  his  inglorious  name  ; 
Will  not  each  Briton  reverence  hio  tomb, 

And  future  bates  immortalize  his  fame  ? 

Thy  foes  muft  own,  and  while  they  own,  admire, 
O  Byng,  thy  calm  cornpemre  at  thine  end  ; 

Too  late   (thou  victim  to  thy  country's  ire) 
Unbiafs'd  reafonfhews  herfdi  thy  friend. 

BENfiVOLUS, 

c3  iMi- 
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IMITATION  OF  THE  IXth  ODE  OF  THE 
IVth  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

'"pHO'  born  where  Devon's  hills  arife, 
Where  tempefts  fweep  along  the  fkies, 

And  fpcil  the  face  of  day  : 
Yet  ihall  this  verfe  in  future  times 
Be  read  with  thofe  of  happier  climes, 

Climes  where  the  mufes  ftray, 

Tho'  Milton's  brows  with  bays  we  twine, 
And  ftiie  him  wonderful !  divine  ! 

Th'  immortal,  and  the  bard  ! 
Yet  Pope,  with  ev'ry  grace  replete, 
In  fenfe,  and  harmony  complete, 

Still  claims  our juft  regard. 

Still  Dryden's  nervous  numbers  charm, 
Equal,  majeftic;  full,  and  warm, 

He  bears  his  fire  along  : 
By  turns  the  various  verfe  he  tries, 
And  bids  each  pafiion  fall  or  rife 

Juft  as  he  fhifts  the  fong. 

Nor 
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Nor  even  Waller  we  difdain, 

Nor  Cowley's  penfive,  moral  "drain, 

Nor  Shakcfpeare's  magic  art ; 
Shakefpeare,  like  Sophocles,  fublime, 
Subdues  the  foul,  in  fpite  of  time, 

And  fearches  ev'ry  heart ! 

Sedley,  tho' loofe,  and  light  as  air, 
Still  chears  the  gay,  and  fires  the  fair, 

So  free  his  fancy  roves  ! 
Behn  breathes  her  love-fighs  ftill  around, 
Still  from  her  harp  the  notes  refound, 

Soft  as  the  down  of  doves. 

Nor  gentle  Rofamond  alone, 
AdmirM  the  tinTel  of  a  throne, 

Or  felt  th'enliv'ning  glow  : 
Nor  flrft  the  defp'rate  Henry  made 
The  pointed  pike  a  palifade 

To  {top  th'  impetuous  foe, 

Britain  had  felt  the  hand  of  war, 
Before  me  faw  the  Julian  ftar, 

Within  her  regions  rife  : 
Brave  Caraclacus  did  no  more, 
Than  many  men  had  done  before, 

To  win  bright  honour's  prize. 


C  4  Before 
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Before  bold  Bonduca  became, 
Th'a\enger  of  a  daughter's  fame, 

The  (course  of  lawlefs  lull  : 
Before  great  Alfred  wore  the  crown, 
Liv'd  others  of  as  much  renown, 

As  noble,  wife,  and  juft. 

But  all  in  fad  oblivion  fleep  ; 

No  mufe  had  they  their  worth  to  weep, 

Or  to  record  their  lot : 
In  vain  they  fought,   in  vain  they  bled  ; 
Their  names  imfung,  their  acts  unread. 

They  died,  and  are  forgot. 

Vice  fares  like  virtue  in  the  grave; 
The  m after  there  is  like  the  Have  j 

No  characters  remain : 
No  marks  of  ail  the  fons  of  men, 
Unlefs  fage  hiftory  lends  her  pen, 

Or  poetry  her  flrain. 

Then  let  me  not  leave  thee  to  lie 
In  filence  and  obfeurity, 

My  patron,  and  my  friend  ! 
But  let  the  God  of  verfe  infpire 
My  bofom  now  with  all  his  fire, 

Thy  worth  to  recommend  ! 


With 
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With  fteady  head,  with  tender  heart, 
With  conduct  void  of  fraud  or  art, 

With  temper  firm  and  free, 
You  feern  in  ev'ry  fcene  the  fame, 
Nor  fortune  court,  nor  fortune  blame, 

But  iud^e  as  ought  to  be. 

Difcerning,  uncorrupt,  and  bold, 
Unaw'd  by  pow'r,  unhurt  by  gold, 

That  tamer  of  th    rr  i    '  : 
Deceitful  av'rice  (hall  no  ix^:e 
Enfnare  the  rich,  or  crulh  the  poor, 

While  you  befriend  mankind. 

Nor  yet  for  once  you  ace  aright, 
Or  fteal,  like  meters,  on  the  fight, 

That  glare,  and  pafa  away  : 
But  conftant,  equal,  good,  and  true, 
You  charm  alike  at  ev'ry  view, 

And  charm  alike  each  day, 

Humanity  {hall  boaft  her  fon, 
Shall  tell  the  triumphs  he  has  won, 

The  wretched  he  has  bleft : 
Shall  tell  how  oft  the  lenient  care 
Hath  footh'd  the  terrors  of  defpair, 

And  fet  the  foul  at  reft. 


Should 
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Should  fortune  from  her  flowing  hand 
Increafe  your  wealth,  enrich  your  land, 

And  pour  her  gifts  profufe  : 
Abfurd  'twould  be  if  we  fhould  call 
You  happy,  tho'  pofifefs'd  of  all, 

Without  a  will  to  ufe. 

He  only  feels  the  joy  fincere 
Who  acts  with  moderation  here, 

Unfway'd  by  love  or  hate  ; 
Who  wifely  ufes  what  is  giv'n  ; 
Or  bravely  bears  the  will  of  Heav'n ; 

Refign'd  in  ev'ry  ftate. 

Who  dreads  not  death  fo  much  as  fhame ; 
Who  ftands  unfully'd  in  his  fame  $ 

Uncheck'd  in  virtue's  race  ; 
Such,  fuch  a  one  is  not  afraid 
To  perifh  in  his  country's  aid, 

Or  fhare  his  friend's  difgrace. 


AN 
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AN  ELEGY  ON  LADY  ABERG--N— Y. 

BY  THE  LATE  RIGHT  HON.  W.  P.  ESQ^ 

OHall  fhe  whofe  charms  infpir'd  each  fprightly 

lay, 
Now  want  the  laft  fad  tribute  we  can  pay  ? 
Think  not  the  mufe  can  fo  ungrateful  prove, 
She  deems  it  no  fuch  crime  to  fall  by  love ; 
Dido  (till  lives  in  Virgil's  facred  fong, 
E'en  Addifon  has  wept  his  Rofamond  5 
And  can  we  fee  thy  fhade  unpitied  go, 
To  join  th'  unhappy  fair  in  thofe  fam'd  fields  of 

woe, 
Where  plaintive  echo  thro'  th'  immortal  grove, 
Repeats  the  tale  of  fome  difaftrous  love  : 
No  more  fhall  frantic  Cleopatra  wail, 
Nor  foft  Monimia  her  fad  error  tell, 
No  more  Califta  her  Lothario  name, 
Nor  call  on  the  dear  caufe  of  all  her  pain  : 
Each  made  thy  fad  pre-eminence  fhall  own, 
And  lift'ning  to  thy  woes,   forget  themfelves  t« 

moan. 
Born  on  the  foaring  wing  of  gay  defire, 
High  plac'd  as  young  ambition  could  afpire, 
You  funk,  at  once  depriv'd  of  fame  and  breath, 
Like  falling  ftars,  thy  beauty's  fet  in  death  j 

Yet 
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Yet  there  no  female  malice  wounds  thine  ears, 
Which  unrelenting  here  thine  honour  tears  y 
No  foe  to  beauty,  clamorous  and  loud, 
Of  an  involuntary  virtue  proud, 
There  biafts  thy  name,  for  joys  fhe  longs  to  prove, 
And  into  brutal  luft  mifconitrues  gentle  love. 
No  prude  reform'd  by  wrinkles  and  threefcore, 
Branding  that  paffion  me  infpires  no  more, 
Does  with  malicious  joy  thy  flory  tell, 
And  curfe  the  crime  (lie  better  could  conceal. 
Such  are  the  virtuous  patterns  of  the  town, 
Who  fpeak  thy  guilt  but  to  difguife  their  own. 
Friends  to  the  vice,  tho'  defperate  foes  to  fhame, 
Pant  for,  each  night,  what,  ev'ry  day  they  blame. 
Still  would  the  mufe,  at  thy  loud  griefs  command, 
(Faint  though  her  voice,    and  though  unfkill'd 

her  hand) 
From  bafe  reproach  thy  mangled  fame  retrieve, 
And  what  fhe  dare  not  juftify,  forgive. 
She  faw  with  pity  Howe's  f  untimely  doom, 
And  filed  a  tear  on  haplefs  Kingfton's  j|  tomb. 
So  (hall  the  now  the  fcfteft  colours  choofe 
To  paint  thy  fate,  and  fhadow  out  thy  woes  ; 
Call  it  a  tender,  though  a  lawlefs  flame, 
Think  on  thy  beauties,  and  forget  thy  fhame. 

•f-  Maid  of  honour  to  the  queen. 
||  D— b— d,  by  lord  S— b— gh. 


MR. 
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MR.  GARRICK  SENT  THE  FOLLOW- 
ING LINES  TO  A  NOBLEMAN, 

WHO  ASKED  HIM  IF  HE  DID  NOT  INTEND  BEING  IN 
PARLIAMENT. 

X /f  ORE  than  content  with  what  my  labours 

gain, 
Of  public  favour  though  a  little  vain  ; 
Yet  not  fo  vain  my  mind,  fo  madly  bent, 
To  wifh  to  play  the  fool  in  parliament ; 
In  each  dramatic  unity  to  err  \ 
Mistaking  time,    and  place,  and  character  I 
Were  it  my  fate  to  quit  the  mimic  art, 
I'd  cc  ftrut,  and  fret,"  no  more  in  any  part; 
No  more  in  public  fcenes  would  I  engage, 
Or  wear  the  cap  and  majk  on  any  ftage. 


ON  CERTAIN  NEW  BUILDINGS  NEAR 
THE  ROYAL  EXCHANGE. 

"VX7"HEN  Ifrael's  impious  fons  forgot 

The  God,  who  their  deliv'rance  wrought, 
And  fell  before  a  calf  of  gold  ; 
Or  when  they  iham'd  the  facred  ufe 
And  worfhip  of  Jehovah's  ho-fe 

Built  tables  there  and  bought  and  fold  ; 

To 
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To  ours,  theirs  were  but  puny  crimes. 
The  chriftian  jews  of  modern  times 

Outdo  the  deeds  of  all  their  race  : 
They  boldly  tumble  temples  down, 
And  then,  th'  impiety  to  crown, 

Set  up  their  idol  in  the  place. 


THE  MIRROUR  OF  KNIGHTHOOD. 

A  TRUE  TALE— WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1734. 

Tl  Ibbons  and  ftars,  and  courtly  toys, 

Attract  the  wond'ring  vulgar's  eyes, 
Who  an  implicit  homage  pay 
To  ev'ry  thing  that's  glitt'ting  gays 
A  dunce,  or  what's  inanimate, 
A  golden  afs,  or  coach  of  ftate  : 
But  the  difcerning  ft\v9  the  wife, 
Truft  not  intirely  to  their  eyes. 
For  they  confider  honour's  badges 
Are  not  true  merit's  conftant  wages. 
Examples  in  all  lands  abound, 
Except  our  own,  where  few  are  found  : 
And  therefore,  to  avoid  reflection, 
A  foreign  tale  is  my  election. 

An  Englifh  merchant*,  who  for  trade 
His  refidence  Oporto  made, 

f  The  htc  Sir  Robert  Godfchall, 

Liv'd 
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Liv'd  in  a  houfe  of  ftruclure  odd  , 

One  wing  extending  to  the  road, 

Which  made  a  nook:,  where  people  flood, 

The  fountains  of  a  briny  flood, 

Sol  here  intenfely  darts  his  beams, 

And  raifes  furtbcating  Reams. 

Our  merchant,  who  could  not  endure 

The  nuiiance,  ftuuied  for  a  cure. 

Should  he  dellre  them  to  forbear  ; 

A  fhow'ry  Iky  as  foon  would  hear  : 

For  they  but  fmall  regard  wou;d  mow 

A  foreigner,  their  church's  foe. 

This  brought  to  mind  their  fuperftition  5 

(A  lucky  thought  in  his  condition) 

With  that  he  for  a  workman  fends, 

Bids  him  forthwith  the  corner  cleanly 

'And  in  it  then  a  crofs  erecr, 

(Object  of  catholicks  refpecT:) 

'Tis  done ;  the  pahengers  no  more 

Infeft  the  corner  as  before ; 

But  kneeling  there  the  crofs  adore. 

Their  king  foon  after  hapt  to  dub, 
With  knighthood,  a  notorious  fcrub  : 
(Ye  Britons  take  my  flory  right 
'Twas  Portugal  that  own'd  the  knight) 
So  ill-beftow'd  a  grace,  became 
Of  converfation  general  theme  : 
When  at  our  merchant's  table  one, 
On  the  fame  fubject  thus  begun  3 


} 


I  mull 
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e  I  mud  confefs,  I'm  at  a  lofs, 

c  How  the  king  came  to  give  the  crofs 

c  To  fuch  a  wretch,    the  public  fcorn  !' 

(The  crofs  there  badge  of  knighthood  worn) 

Our  merchant  with  a  fmile  replies, 

*  'Tis  done  with  reafon.     Kings  are  wife 

c  The  fame  I've  to  my  corner  done, 

'  That  it  might  not  be  pifs'd  upon.' 


THE   CURSE    OF   AVARICE. 

A      SONG. 
HAT  man  in  his  wits  had  not  rather  be  noor 


W 

Than  for  lucre  his  freedom  to  give  ? 
Ever  bufy  the  means  of  his  life  to  fecure, 
And  fo  ever  neglecting  to  live. 

Environ'd  from  morning  to  nio-ht  in  a  croud, 

too  * 

Not  a  moment  unbent  or  alone  ; 
Conftram'd  to  be  abjecl,  tho'  never  fo  proud, 
And  at  every  one's  call  but  his  own. 

Still  repining,  and  longing  for  quiet  each  hour, 

Yet  ftudioufly  flying  it  ftill ; 
With  the   means  of  enjoying  his  wifli  in   his 
pow'r, 
But  accursed  in  his  wanting  the  will. 

for* 
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For  a  yenr  muft  be  pafs'd,  or  a  clay  muft  be  come 

Before  he  has  leiiure  to  reft  ; 
He  muft  add  to  his  ftcre  this  or  that  pretty  fum, 

And  then,  will  have  time  to  be  bleft. 


But  his  gains,  more  bewitching  the  more  they 
increafe, 

Only  fwell  the  defires  of  his  eye  : 
Such  a  wretch  let  mine  enemy  live,  if  he  pleafe, 

Let  not  even  mine  enemy  die. 


A  O  Y  K  I  A  A  I  O x  Y. 

TV/tfYN  ActiX'/iTTietor,;  o  $i7\apyvpo<;  uliv  tv  ontco  : 

Kca  rt  gtohi<;,  <p-i)<7iv,    <prt?\oc\i  pv  ■■Zuxq   spot  ', 
'H$v  £'  6  fjt,vq  ysXaa-occ,   ^.r,hv  (p&e,  $r,c-i,   (po^rftoc;  : 

EPIGRAM. 

A  miftr  fpy'd  a  moufe  about  his  houfe  ; 
What  do  you  here,  fays  he,  my  pretty  moufe  ? 
Smiling  replies  the  moufe,  You  need  not  fweat, 
I  come  for  lodging,  friend,  and  not  for  meat. 


THE 
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THE   HONEST   CONFESSION. 

T  T  happen'd  kn  a  healthful  year, 
(Which  made  provifion  very  dear, 

And  phyfic  mighty  cheap  ;) 
A  doctor,  fore  opprefs'd  with  want, 
On  bufinefs  turning  out  fo  fcant, 

Was  one  day  feen  to  weep. 

A  neighbour  afk'd  him,  why  fo  fad. 
And  hop'd  no  dangerous  illnefs  had 

To  any  friend  befel 

O  L©rd !  you  quite  miflake  the  cafe, 
(Quoth  Blifter)  Sir,  this  rueful  face 

Is  'caufe  my  friends  are  well. 


THE    MORNING    VISIT. 


A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN    LADY  RATTLE   AND 
LADY  PAM. 


L.  R.  t>  OOD  morning,  dear  coufin,  pray  how 

do  you  do  ? 
I  hope  you  was  fortunate  laft  night  at  loo. 
L.  P.    No,  truft  me,  I  ne'er  had  fuchill  luck 
before, 
I  loft  a  hundred  fweet  pieces  or  more  ; 
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The  clock  juft  ftruck  five  as  I  went  to  my  bed, 
Which  caufes  a  fort  of  an  ach  in  my  head. 
But  prithee  what  news  ? 

L.  R.     Oh  !   furprizing  indeed  ! 

L Razorface  fain  would  perpetuate  his  breed, 

And  therefore  he's  married 

L.  P.     Heav'n  grant  me  repofe  i 

'Tis  fome  little  wretch,  fure,  that  nobody  knows  5 
For  no  one  of  any  diftinclion  would  be 
United  to  fuch  a  poor  reptile  as  he. 
His  recent  behaviour  muft  bar  his  purfuit ; 
By  all  he's  conjeclur'd  a  fool  or  a  brute  ; 

And  belldes  he's  no  L ,  'tis  all  a  mere  fiction, 

Of  that  in  the  cafe  we  have  thorough  conviction* 

L.  R.    I  have  let  you  run  on  ;  to  enhance  your 
furprize, 
Take  this  paper,  and  fee  ! — believe  your  own  eyes. 

L.  P.    Is't  pofiible  ?  No.  Let  me  read  it  again; 
Such  folly,  fure,  never  infected  a  brain  ! 
The  poor  am'rous  lady  was  at  her  laft  pray'rs 
To  wed  an  impoftor — I'd  wait  till  white  hairs 
Had  grizzled  my  pate  o'er,  ere  I  wou'd  unite 
With  one  whofe  connections  would  fhame   me 
outright. 

L.  R.    The  new-marry'd  couple  laft  Friday 
appear'd 

At  Ranelagh— Lord !  how  the  company  fneer'd, 
D2  To 
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To  fee  his  mock  L fupporting  his  bride, 

Who  hung  with  a  languifhing  air  by  his  fide, 
I  vow  and  proteil  'twas  diverting  to  hear 
How  often  (he  fondly  repeated,  My  dear  ! 
Her  female  companion,   as  puffer,  oft  cry'd, 
Lord  !  where's  lady  Razorface  ?  where  is  the  bride  ? 
Did  you  fee  lady  Razorface  ?  it  was  her  care 
To  buz  the  new  title  about  ev'ry  where. 

L.  P.    'Twas  farcical,  truly,  but  tell  me,  my 
dear, 
If  lady  Fannilia,  her  rival,  was  there? 

L.  R.    She  was ;  and  look'd  charming  j «- 

I  cannot  exprefs 
The  pleafing  effect,  of  her  innocent  drefs. 
But  what  is  more  wonderful  flill,  you  muft  know, 
A  lady  that  died,  as  he  faid,  long  ago  ; 
The  daughter  of  him  that,  you  know,  made  a 

noife  : 
Lord  blefs  me !    what  makes  me  forget  ? — the 

great  caufe ! 

L.  P.    Is  it  A ys  ? 

L.  R.    — Yes  I  you  have  hit  it — the  fame- 
She,  that  very  night,  fure  to  Ranelagh  came  ; 
And  nature  fo  laviih  has  been  to  the  fair, 
You'd  have  fworn  that  an  angel  was  habitant 

there. 
The  bridegroom,  in  fpite  of  his  ignorant  boaft, 
Seem'd  really  as  tho'  he  perceived  a  ghoft ; 

His 
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His  colour  grew  wan, — tho'  'tis  nat'rally  (a, 

But  he  was,  I  believe,  unprepar'd  for  the  blow. 

She  met  him,— he  turn'd— but  too  foon,  in  the 
round, 

She  darted  a  glance — brighter  f^nfe   might  con- 
found ; 

And  then,  in  a  tone  quite  ironical,   cry'd, 

I,  two  years  ago,  of  a  confumption  died. 

But  pray  don't  I  look  very  well  for  a  fhade  ? 

The  malady  was  in  my  purfe  tho'  difplay'd  ; 
[  But  now  I'm  recover'd,  you  fee  I'm  grown  fa:, 

And  D-n-v-n  there  fhali  experience  that  : 

My  coufin  Dorinda  and  1  will  unite, 

Then  fee  if  our  forces  won't  conquer  him  quite. 

Confounded,  he  quitted  the  place  with  his  bride, 

While  Wh — 1 — r,  with  fond  admiration  was  ey'd, 

L.  P.    I  thank  you,  my  dear,  for  your  news  -3 

but. you'll  ftay 
And  dine  here  to-day,  in  a  family  way  ; 
Then  at  night  repair  with   us  to  Jady  Bragg's 

rout, 
And  circulate  what  we've  been  talking  about. 

PHILO, 


n3  to 
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TO    THE    EDITOR. 

S  I  R, 
TWINING  at  lady  Ramble's  the  other  day, 
it  was  propofed,  after  dinner,  by  her  lady- 
ship's fitter,  to  hear  Mifs,  who  is  a  fine  girl  of 
about  eleven  years  of  age,  concerning  fome  points 
flie  had  been  innructed  in  relative  to  her  duty  in 
life ;  which  being  agreed  to,  her  ladyfhip  defired 
Mifs  to  fland  up,  and  then  afked  the  queflions, 
and  received  the  anfwers  following  ;  and  as  they 
may  be  of  fervice  to  other  young  ladies  of  qua- 
lity, I  have  tranfmitted  them  to  you, 

SOCRATISSA. 

L.  R.  My  dear  !  pray  tell  me  what  you  was 
brought  into  the  world  for  ? 

Miss.   A  hufband. 

L.  R.  O  my  dear  !  you  mould  fay,  to  be  ad- 
mired. 

Aunt.  Well,  I  vow  I  think  my  niece  has  given 
a  better  anfwer;  as  ihe  came  to  the 
point  directly,  and  brought  the  matter 
home  at  once, 

L.  R. 
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L.  R.  What  is  the  duty  of  an  hufbajid  ? 

Miss.  To  pleafe  his  wife. 

L.  R.  What  is  the  duty  of  a  wife  ? 

Miss.  To  pleafe  herfelf. 

I/.  R.  What  are  the  principal  objects  on  which 
a  fine  lady  fhould  fix  her  attention  ? 

Miss.     Drefs  and  Admiration. 

L.  R.  What  is  the  chief  ufe  of  a  fine  lady's  eyes  ? 

Miss.    To  ftare  and  ogle  at  the  men. 

L.  R.  What  is  the  bufinefs  of  a  fine  lady  ? 

Miss.  To  play  at  cards,  go  to  routs,  balls, 
plays,  operas,  5cc,  and  carry  on  in- 
trigues. 

L.  R.   What  is  the  religion  of  a  fine  lady  ? 

1  Miss.  To  pay  her  devotions  at  court,  and  make 
her  curt' lies  in  the  drawing-room. 

L.  R.  May  a  fine  lady  ever  go  to  church  ? 

Miss.  Very  feldom  ;  and  then  fnt  muft  be  fure  to 
fleep  there,  or  to  talk  very  loud,  and 
dander  fome  of  her  acquaintance. 

L.  R.  Which  is  the  heft  book  in  the  world  ? 

Miss.  Hoyle  on  quadrille. 

L.  R.  From  whence  come  the  polited  fafhions, 
and  the  bcft.  filks  I 

Miss.    From  France. 

L.  R.    Who  make  the  bed  fervants  ? 

D  4  Miss- 


[     4°     ] 

Miss.    The  French. 

L.  R.  Very  well,  my  dear  !  you  don't  forget  I 
find. 

Aunt.  I  vow  rny  niece  is  very  perfect  in  her 
education,  and  will  make  a  fine  ac- 
complished woman. 


A  MODERN  GLOSSARY. 

NGEL.      The  name  of  a  woman,    com- 
monly of  a  very  bad  one. 
AUTHOR.    A  laughms;  ftock.     It  means  like- 
wife  a  poor  fellow,  and  in  general  an  object  of 
contempt. 

BEAR.  A  country  gentleman ;  or  indeed,  any 
animal  upon  two  legs  that  doth  not  make  a 
harcdibme  bow. 

BEAUTY.  The  qualification  with  which  wo- 
men generally  go  into  keeping. 

BEAU.    With  the  article  A  before  it,  means  a 
great  favourite  of  all  women. 

BRUTE.  A  word  implying  plain-dealing  and 
finccrity;  but  more  efpecially  applied  to  a 
philofopher. 

Any  flick  of  wood  with  a  head 
to  it,  and  a  piece  of  black  rib- 
band upon  that  hciid. 

CREATURE. 


CAPTAIN. 
COLONEL 
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CREATURE.  A  quality  expreflion,  of  low  con- 
tempt, properly  confined  only  to  the  mouths 
of  ladies  who  are  right  honourable. 

CRITIC.  Like  homoy  a  name  given  to  all  the 
human  race. 

COXCOMB.  A  word  of  reproach,  and  yet  at 
the  fame  time,  fignifying  all  that  is  moil 
commendable. 

DAMNATION.  A  term  appropriated  to  the 
theatre  :  though  fometimes  more  largely  ap- 
plied to  all  works  of  invention. 

DEATH,  The  final  end  of  man;  as  well  of 
the  thinking  part  of  the  body,  as  of  all  the 
other  parts. 

DRESS.  The  principal  accomplifhment  of  men 
and  women. 

.OULNESS.  A  word  applied  by  all  writers  to 
the  wit  and  humour  of  others. 

EATING.    A  fcience. 

FINE.  An  adjective  of  a  very  peculiar  kind, 
deftroying,  or,  at  leaft,  lefTening  the  force 
of  the  fubftantive  tQ  which  it  is  joined,  as 
fine  gentleman,  fine  lady,  fine  houfe,  fine 
deaths,  fine  tafte  ! — in  all  which,  fine  is  to 
be  underftood  in  a  fenfe  fomewhat  fynonymous 
with  ufelefs. 

FOOL. 
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FOOL.  A  complex  idea,  compounded  of  po- 
verty, honefty,  piety,  and  fimplicity. 

GALLANTRY.    Fornication  and  adultery. 

GREAT.  Applied  to  a  thing,  fignifies  bignefs  : 
when  to  a  man,  often  littlenefs,  or  mean- 
nefs. 

GOOD.  A  word  of  as  many  different  fenfes  as 
the  Greek  word'Ep^,  or  as  the  latin  Jgo ;  for 
which  reafon  it  is  but  little  ufed  by  the  polite. 

HAPPINESS.    Grandeur. 

HONOUR.    Duelling. 

KUMOUR.  Scandalous  lyes,  tumbling  ami 
dancing  on  the  rope. 

JUDGE.        1    Anoldwoman. 
JUSTiCE.    J       * 

KNAVE.  The  name  of  four  cards  in  every 
pack. 

KNOWLEDGE.  In  general,  means  know- 
ledge of  the  town  ;  as  this  is,  indeed,  the  only 
kind  of  knowledge  ever  fpoken  of  in  the  po- 
lite world. 

LEARNING.    Pedantry. 

LOVE.  A  word  properly  applied  to  our  de- 
light in  particular  kinds  of  food  ;  fometimes 
metaphorically  fpoken  of  the  favourite  objects 
of  all  our  appetites. 

MARRIAGE.  A  kind  of  traffic  carried  on  be- 
tween the  two  fexes,    in  which  both  are  con* 

flantly 
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fr    ftantly  endeavouring  to  cheat  each  other,  and 
both  are  commonly  lofers  in  the  end. 
MISCHIEF.    Fun,  fport,  or  paftime. 
MODESTY.    Aukwardnefs,  rufticity. 

NO-BODY.     All  the  people  in  Great  Britain, 

except  about  1200. 
NONSENSE.    Philofophy,   efpecially  the  phi- 

lofophical  writings  of  the  antients,   and  more 

efpecially  of  Ariftotle. 
OPPORTUNITY.    The  feafon  of  cuckoldom. 
PATRIOT.    A  candidate  for  a  place  at  court. 
POLITICS.    The  art  of  getting  fuch  a  place. 
PROMISE.    Nothing. 

RELIGION.  A  word  of  no  meaning :  but 
which  ferves  as  a  bugbear  to  frighten  children 
with. 

RICHES,  The  only  thing  upon  earth  that  is 
really  defirable,  or  valuable. 

ROGUE.       1  A  man  of  a  different  party  from 
RASCAL.      J    yourfelf. 

SERMON.    A  fleepy  dofe. 

SUNDAY.    The  beft  time  for  playing  at  cards. 

SHOCKING.  An  epithet  which  fine  ladies  ap- 
ply to  almoft  any  thing.  It  is,  indeed,  an 
interjection  (if  I  may  fo  call  it)  of  delicacy. 

TEMPERANCE. 
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TEMPERANCE.    Waait  of  fpirit. 

TASTE.    The  prefent  whim  of  the  town,  what- 
ever it  be. 
TEASING.    Advice ;  chiefly  that  of  a  hufband, 

VIRTUE.     1   Subjeas  of  difcourfe. 

VICE.  J 

WIT.  Prophanenefs,  indecency,  immorality, 
KLurility,  mimickry,  buffoonery.  Abufe  of 
all  good  men,  and  efpecially  of  the  clergy. 

WORTH.    Power,  rank,  wealth. 

WISDOM.    The  art  of  acquiring  all  three, 

WORLD.    Your  own  acquaintance. 


STANZAS    TO    THE   LADIES, 

ON  THEIR  HEAD-DRESS  FOR  THE  YEAR  1768, 

Tot  premlt  ordinlbm,  tot  adhuc  compagibus  ahum 
JEdificat  caput ;  Jndromachen  a  f route  videbis> 
Poji  minor  ejl^  allam  credas. 

TjAVE  ye  never  feen  a  net 

Hanging  at  your  kitchen  door, 
StufF'd  with  dirty  flraw,  befet 
With  old  fkewers  o'er  and  o'er  ? 

If 
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If  ye  have— it  wonder  breeds 

Ye  from  thence  fhould  fteal  a  fafhion, 

And  mould  heap  your  lovely  heads 
Such  a  deal  of  filthy  trafn  on. 

True,  your  treffes  wreath'd  with  art 

(Bards  have  laid  it  ten  times  over) 
Form  a  net  to  catch  the  heart 

Of  the  moft  unfeeling  lover. 

But  thus  robb'd  of  half  your  beauty, 

Whom  can  ye  induce  to  figh  ? 
Or  incline  for  love  to  fuit  t'ye 

By  his  nofe,  or  by  his  eye  ? 

When  he  views,  (what  fcarce  I'd  credit 

Of  a  fex  fo  fweet  and  clean, 
But  that  from  a  wench  I  had  it, 

Of  all  Abigails  the  queen) 

When  he  views  your  trenes  thin, 

Tortur'd  by  fome  French  frifeur, 
Horfe-hair,  hemp,  and  wool  within, 

Garniih'd  with  a  di'mond  fkewer. 

When  he  fcents  the  mingled  fleam 

Which  your  plafter'd  heads  are  rich  in, 

Lard  and  meal,  and  clouted  cream, 
Can  he  love  a  walking  kitchen  ? 

S  qjj  o  x  A  M. 

A  SONG 
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A   SONG   FOR   THE   MALL. 

A  PARODY  ON  WHITEHEAD'S  SONG  FOR  RANELAGH. 
BY  A  LADY, 

VTE  foplings  and  prigs,  and  ye  wou'd-be  fmart 
things, 

Who  move  in  wide  commerce's  round, 
Pray  tell  me,   from  whence  this  abfurdity  fprings, 

All  orders  of  rank  to  confound  ? 
What  means  the  bag-wig,  and  the  foldier-like 
air, 

On  the  tradefman  obfequious  and  meek  ? 
Sure  fabbaths  were  meant  for  retirement  and  pray'rj 

To  amend  the  pall  faults  of  the  week. 

The  youth,  to  whom  battles  and  dangers  belong, 

May  call  a  fierce  look  to  his  aid  5 
Lace,  blufter,  and  oaths,  and  a  fword  an  ell  long, 

Are  famples  he  gives  of  his  trade  : 
But  you,  on  whom  London  indulgently  fmiles, 

And  whom  counters  mould  guard  from  all  ills, 
Should  flily  invade  with  humility's  wiles, 

Left  fplendor  deter  us  from  bills. 

Old 


t     47     ] 

Old  Grefham,  whofe  ftatue  adorns  the  Exchange, 

.Difplays  the  grave  cit  to  our  view, 
And  filently  frowns  at  a  conduct  fo  ftrange, 

So  remote  from  your  int'refts  and  you  : 
Then  learn  from  his  gefture,  grave,  decent,  and 
plain, 

To  copy  fair  prudence's  rules  ; 
For  frugality's  garb  will  conceal  your  vaft  gain, 

And  fecure  ye  the  plunder  of  fools. 

The  eafe  of  a  court,  and  the  air  of  a  camp, 

Are  graces  no  cit  can  procure ; 
Manfieur  Jourdctin  f  ftill  plods  in  the  Spital-fieldi 
tramp, 

Nor  can  Hart  ||  the  grown  aukwardnefs  cure  : 
Thus  if,  apes  of  the  fafhion,    St.  James's  you 
crowd, 

And  prefs  onwards,  in  fpite  of  all  flops, 
The  mall  you  may///,  and  be  airy  and  loud, 

But,  truft  me,  you'll  ne'er  fill  your  fhops. 

+  Vide  Moliere's  Gentleman  Citizen, 
U   A  dancing-mafter  in  the  cat)-. 


ON 
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ON    TEtE    TEMPLARS, 

/\  S  by  the  templars  holds  you  go, 
The  horfe  and  lamb  difplay'd, 
In  emblematic  figures  fhew 
The  merits  of  their  trade. 

The  clients  may  infer  from  thence, 

How  j  aft  is  their  profeffion  ; 
The  bmb  fets  forth  their  innocence, 

The  horfe  their  expedition* 

O  happy  Tritons,  happy  Hie, 

Let  foreign  nations  fay, 
Where  you  get  juftice  without  guile, 

And  law  without  delay. 


THE     ANSWER, 

Deluded  men,  thefe  holds  forego, 
Nor  truft  luch  cunning  elves  ; 

Thefe  artful  emblems  tend  to  fhew 
Their  clients,  not  themfelves. 

?Tis  all  a  trick,  thefe  all  are  fliams, 
L'y  which  they  mean  to  cheat  you  ; 

But  have  a  care,  for  you're  the  lambs, 
Aih;  they  the  wolves  that  eat  you. 


Nor 
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Nor  let  the  thoughts  of  no  delay, 
To  theie  their  courts  mifguide  you  ; 

'Tis  you're  the  fhevvy  horfe,  and  they 
The  jockeys  that  will  ride  you. 


DESCRIPTION    OF   DUBLIN:f 

"1VT ASS-houfes,  churches,  mixt  together  ; 

Streets  unpleafant  in  all  weather. 
The  church,  the  four  courts,  and  hell  contiguous ; 
Caflle,  College  green,  and  cuftom-houfe  gibbous. 

Few  things  here  are  to  tempt  ye  : 

Tawdry  outfides,  pockets  empty  : 

Five  theatres,  little  trade,  and  jobbing  arts  ; 

Brandy,  and  muff-mops,  poft-chaifes,  and  carts. 

Warrants,    bailiffs,  bills  unpaid  $ 
Mafters  of  their  fervants  afraid  ; 
Rogues  that  daily  rob  and  cut  men  ; 
Patriots,  gamefters,  and  footmen. 

Lawyers,  Revenue-officers,   priefls,  phyficians; 
Beggars  or" all  ranks,  age,  and  conditions ; 
Worth  fcarce  mews  itfelf  upon  the  ground  ; 
Villainy  both  with  applaufe  and  profit  crown'd. 

E  Lawyers, 

•j-  See  a  curious  description  of  London,  in  the  firft  volume  of 
the  New  Foundling  Hofpkal  for  Wit,  page  28, 
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Women,  lazy,  dirty,  drunken,  loofe; 
Men  in  labour  flow,  of  wine  profufe  : 
Many  a  fcheme  that  the  public  muft  rue  it  2 
This  is  Dublin,  if  ye  knew  it. 


A    SKETCH    OF    PARIS. 

T   ADIES,  whofe  drefs,  wit,  fprightlinefs,  and  air, 
Charm,  till  their  plaiiter'd  cheeks  like  fpeclres 

fcare ; 
Men,  learn'd,  polite,  and  yet  fo  much  the  prig, 
Their  genius  feems  quite  center'd  in  their  wig; 
Ferries  and  ferrymen,  begrim'd  like  Charon, 
Plump,  chuckling  priefts,   drefs'd  gorgeoufly  as 

Aaron ; 
Pulpit  enthufiaits,  foaming  like  mad  Tom  ; 
Coarfe  vixens,  ogling  lewd  in  Notre  Dame  ; 
Pert,  fallow,  flip-fhoed  damfels,  loofely  drefs'd, 
As  rifen  from  bed,  and  panting  to  be  prefs'd  $ 
Shades,  which  the  gazer  for  Elyfium  takes, 
'Till  his  flung  nofe  fufpecls  the  neighb'ring  jakes^ 
Nuns  joking  now,  now  fighing,  "  Fiefs  is  grafs  j'* 
Friars  who  catches  roar,  and  toaft  a  lafs  ; 
An  opera-houfe,  large  as  our  city  halls, 
Fine  adtion,  words,  fcenes,  drelTes — difmal  fqualls  \ 
Round  from  Pont  Neuf,  the  view  fuperb  and  rich  j 
Grand  keys  ;  the  river  a  genteel  Fleet-ditch  ; 

Lame 
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X-ame  hackney  horfes,  as  their  drivers  lean  % 
Figures  unnumber'd,  anti's  to  the  fpleen  ; 
Old,  wither'd  cronies,  in  gaudy  filks  difplav'd  : 
Monks  with  toupees,  and  tonfors  in  brocade  ; 
Tawdry,  patch'd  fempHrefles,  befmear'd  with  fnuff- 
Long-rapier'd  pigmies,  hid  behind  a  muff; 
Shoe-boys   with   ruffles ;    lacqueys,    drefs'd  like 

qual — ; 
Such  oddities  !  the  town  feems  all  a  droll  : 
Turn  where  we  will,  om  eyes  new  fplendors  greet, 
Whilft  half  the  city  glares  a  Monmouth-ftreet. 
Still  mother,  vanity,  had  been  thy  fair, 
If  the  fam'd  painter  Bunyan  had  been  there. 


THE  BACHELOR'S  CHOICE  OF  A 
WIFE. 

TF  e'er  I  wed,  my  wife  fhall  not  be  old, 

Deform'd,  nor  ugly,  handfome,  nor  a  fcold ; 
She  fha'n't  be  pale,  nor  red,  nor  fhall  fhe  paint  5 
Shall  be  religious  too,  but  not  a  faint : 
She  fhall  have  fenfe  ;  if  not  a  wit,  I'll  take  hef ; 
Give  fuch  a  wife,  ye  gods,  I'll  ne'er  farfake  her. 


£  %  THE 


THE   FEMALE    COMPLAINT. 

pUSTOM,  alas!  does  partial  prove, 

Nor  gives  us  even  meafure  -} 
A  pain  it  is  to  maids  to  love, 
But  'tis  to  men  a  pkafure. 

They  freely  can  their  thoughts  difclofe, 

But  ours  muft  burn  within  ; 
Tho'  nature  eyes  and  tongues  beftows, 

Yet  truth  from  us  is  fin. 

Men  to  new  joys  and  conquefts  fly, 

And  yet  no  hazards  run  ; 
Poor  we  are  left,  if  we  deny  ; 

And,  if  we  yield,  undone. 

Then  equal  laws  let  cuftom  find, 

Nor  thus  the  fex  opprefs  ; 
More  freedom  grant  to  woman-kind, 

Or  give  to  mankind  lefs. 


ON 
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ON    A    YOUNG    LADY, 

BY    A   WILFUL  MISTAKE  READING  «  RUBIES"  FOR 
"B— EB— S.:- 

"TX/'HEN  wife  philofophers  explain 

How  gravity  attracts, 
The  weighty  pow'r  they  ftill  maintain, 
All  in  the  center  acts. 

Thus  tho'  of  earth  the  fmalleft  part. 

The  heavy  impulfe  owns,    .. 
Poize  but  the  middle  point  with  art, 

You  balance  all  the  zones. 

Hence  fages,  when  of  fpheres  they  write, 

At  centers  fix  a  letter, 
And  wifely  call  the  body  bv't, 

Take  A,  or  chufe  a  better. 

If  then  on  things  we  fix  a  name 

We  borrow  from  the  middle, 
How  Mira's  reading's  not  to  blame 

No  longer  is  a  riddle. 

For  tho',  that  white  as  hills  of  mow 

A  b — bby  is,  mofi  true  be, 
Peep  {lily  thro'  the  gauze,  'twill  fliew 

The  middle  is  a  ruby.       •  "  E.  L. 

E  3  MISS 
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MISS  COURTNEY  TO  MISS  ANNE  CO- 
NOLLY,  MAY  1753. 

>~p  HO'  kind  your  words — how  full  of  forrow  j 
"  Adieu  !  dear  Bell — we  part  to  morrow  !" 
Farewell !  dear  filler  of  my  youth, 
Ally'd  by  honour,  love  and  truth  ; 
Farewell  our  vifits,  fports  and  plays, 
Sweet  folace  of  our  childim  days  ; 
Farewell  our  walks  to  park  and  mall, 
Our  jaunts  to  concert,  route  or  ball  ; 
Farewell  our  dim  of  fprightjy  chat, 
Of,  — who  faid  this — and  who  did  that  j 
Critiques  on  fciffars,  needles,  pins, 
Fans,  aigrettes,  ribbands,  capuchins 
A  long  farewell  !   Conolly  flies 
To  diflant  funs,  and  difPrent  Ikies  ! 

A  mufe  in  tears  moves  flow  and  dull, 
How  weak  the  head,  the  heart  fo  full  I 
Slight  forrows  find  an  eafy  vent, 
And  trifling  cares  are  eloquent  -y 
Sad  filence  only  can  exprefs 
The  genuine  pains  of  deep  diftrefs ; 
Yet  I  cou'd  rave  in  darken'd  chamber 
On  leas  of  milk,  and  fhips  of  amber, 
Like  frantic  Belvidera  when  is 
Perforrn'd  the  traced y  of  Venice 

PiL-ferv'd 
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Preferv'd — Oh  !  as  I  hope  to  marry, 
Cibber  is  parted  from  her  Barry; 
This,  by  the  by,  may  ferve  as  news 
To-morrow  on  your  w*iy  t'amufe, 
It  caufes  great,  great  fpeculation — 
Part  of  the  bus'nefs  of  the  nation. 

But  hang  digrefTions — to  return  ; 
And  muft  l  three  long  winters  mourn  ? 
That  tedious  length  fpun  out  and  paft 
We  meet — but  how  improv'd  your  tafte  ? 
Your  figure,  manner,  drefs  and  wit, 
With  all  things  for  a  lady  fit  : 
For,  entre  nous,  my  dear,  our  faces 
Shou'd  be  the  leaft  of  all  our  graces  ; 
If  nought  but  beauty  wings  the  dart 
We  ftrike  the  eye,  butmifs  the  heart; 
But  hum  ! — and  till  we  meet  again 
Pray  keep  this  fecret  from  the  men  ; 
Should  the  weak  things  this  truth  difcover, 
How  few  coquettes  would  keep  a  lover  ! 
And  yet,  fo  plain   (tho'  blind  you  know) 
Milton  could  fee  it  years  ago  : 
Thus  has  the  bard  our  fex  attackt, 
"  Fair  outward,  inward  lefs  exact." 
But  you  a  ftrong  exception  ftrmd, 
With  wit  and  beauty  hand  in  hand, 
A  part  how  weak  !  combin'd  how  flrong ! 
They'll  fweep  whole  ranks  of  hearts  along  -? 
Before  fuch  pow'rs  each  foe  will  t!y, 
*TbBLt  principal,  and  this  ally. 

E  4  Loyci 
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Lovers  you  then  will  flay  in  plenty, 
Like  Bobadil  each  day  your  twenty  ; 
Then  will  you  grow  the  topic  common, 
'  How  loon   (they'll  fay)  fhot  up  to  woman! 

*  What  eyes  !  what  lips  !   how  fine  each  feature  ! 
1  Fore  gad!   a  moil  delicious  creature  ! — 

This  from  the  beaux^— mean  time  each  belle,  in 

Mere  fpite,  my  dear,  at  your  excelling, 

Stung  to  the  heart,  and  dev'lim  jealous 

Of  homage  paid  by  pretty  fellows, 

Shall  flirt  her  fan,  and  tofs,  and  fnufF, 

And  cry — c  The  thing  is  well  enough— » 

c  But  for  my  foul,  to  fay  what's  true  t'ye, 

*  I  can't  find  out  where  lies  her  beauty.' 
Mean  time  you  fmile  with  fweet  difdain, 
Like  Dian  'midft  her  meaner  train. 

.     Thus  my  prophetic  foul  foreknows 
What  time  mall  more  anon  dif.  lofe. 
Swift  move  that  time  on  rapid  wing, 
And  news  of  dear  Conoliy  bring  : 
Yet  let  not  thofe  who  love  complain, 
If  thus  to  part  is  killing  pain, 
'Tis  Hill  to  make  the  blifs  more  dear 
When  the  fweet  hour  of  meeting's  near. 
So  ftreams  are  fever'd  in  their  courfe 
To  join  again  with  double  force. 


ON 
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ON  THE  RUINS   OF  POMFRET 
CASTLE. 

Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers. 
Within  the  g  ullty  clofure  of  thy  walls, 
Richard  the  fecond,  here,  was  hack'd  to  death  ; 
'  And,  for  more /lander  to  thy  di final feat, 
JVe  give  to  thee  our  guiitlefs  biocd  to  drink. 

Shakespeare. 

Earl  Rivers  fpeech  in  Richard  the  Third. 
Scene,  Pomfret  Caflle. 

T    OOK  round  this  vail,   and  venerable  place, 
Whofe  ruin'd  pile  yet  fhines  with  aweful  grace, 

Majeflick  Itill  'midft  all  its  faded  charms  : 
See  the  wide  wafte  of  all-confuminp;  ag-e, 
The  wreck  of  ruthlefs  wars  and  hoflile  rage, 

And  all  the  dire  effects  of  more  than  civil  arms. 

View  favage  time  with  cankering  tooth  devour 
The  folid  fabrick  of  yon  mould'ring  tower, 
That  now  in  undiftinguifh'd  chaos  lies  : 
,    Where  erft  the  noble  Lacey's  §  Norman  line 
Plann'd  the  wide  work,    and  form'd  the  vaft 
defign, 
And  bid  with  Gothick  grace  the  {lately  ftructure  rife: 

§  The  family  of  Lacey,  earls  of  Lincoln  and  Hereford,  came  in 
with  the  cjonqueicr,  and  were  the  jjreatefl  (ubje&sof  thofe  days. 

When 
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When  lo  I  on  high  the  vaulted  domes  fufpend, 
On  lofty  columns  the  wide  arches  bend, 

And  maffive  walls  the  vaft  domain  enclofe  : 
In  vain  the  hoftile  warrior's  nervous  art 
With  miiTive  force  directs  the  barbed  dart, 

Or  with  gigantick  ftrength  the  ponderous  jav'lia 
throws. 

For  many  an  age,  the  Lacey's  noble  race, 
With  arts,  and  arms  adorn'd  the  fplendid  place, 

As  heroes  triumph'd,  or  as  patriots  fhone  : 
Till  with  the  great  Plantagenet's  fair  bridef, 
In  nuptial  dower,  thefe  antient  honours  glide, 

The  feat  of  future  kings,  that  grac'd  the  Englifh 
throne. 

On  yonder  hill,  as  ancient  annals  tell,. 
The  holy  hero,  and  the  martyr  fell, 
Which  ftill,  great  Lancader,  thy  mem'ry  bears  J: 
There,    'midft  the  faints  enroll'd,    with  rites 

divine, 
The  pious  pilgrim  fought  the  facred  mrine, 
And  bath'd  thy  hallow'd  tomb  with  fy  nip  at  hiring 
tears  : 

With  holy  zeal,  and  patriot  graces  arm'd, 
With  all  the  powers  of  confcious  virtue  warm'd> 
'Mklft  death's  fad  fcenes,  the  pious  martyr  fmiles; 

f  Blanche,  the  heirefs  of  Laeey,  married  the  duke  of  Lan- 
Carter,  with  whom  came  the  honour  of  Pomfret. 

X  Thomas  duke  rf  Lancaftcr  was  beheaded  on  the  hill,  which 
is  now  calkil  St.  Tlnmas  Kill,  by  the  intriuues  of  Morlimcr  and 
the  $ueen  of  Edward  the  fecund,  a;:d  \v:.s  after  wards  canonized. 

In 
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In  vain,  proud  Mortimer,  the  hoary  fage 
Bleeds  the  fad  vic~Hm  of  thy  brutal  rage, 
Loft  by  thy  lawlefs  love,  and  all  a  woman's  wiles. 

Look  there,  where  erft  yon  mould'ring  turret 

ftood, 
Whofe  mofs-grown  ftones  are  ting'd  with  royal 

blood, 
*Midft  civil  broils,  the  haplefs  Richard  bled  ||  : 
There  cruel  Exton's  dark,  aiTailin  dart, 
With   bloody  treafon,  pierc'd  trie  monarch's 

heart, 
And  fix'd  the  tottering  crown  on  haughty  Henry's 

head : 

Here,  vaulting  Bolingbroke,  thy  feeble  foe 
Felt  in  each  whifpering  breeze  the  fatal  blow, 

Or  heard  death's  herald  in  each  guilty  ftone  : 
Short  is  the  date  of  captive  monarch's  doom, 
'Twixt  the  dark  prifon,  and  the  yawning  tomb, 

For  bold  ambition  bears  no  rival  to  the  throne. 

See  yonder  tower,    ftill   blufh   with  crimfon 

ftains, 
That  flow'd  in  plenteous  ftreams  from  noble 

veins 
Where  Vaughan  and  Gray  by  Gloucefler's  arts 

expir'd ; 

||  Richard  the  fecond  was  murdered  in  Pomfrct  Caftte,  by  Sir 
Piers  Exton^  by  oricr  of  Bolincbrcke.  afterwards  Kenry  ths 
fourth. 

Whers 
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Wjjere  Rivers  §  fell,,  and  with  his  latefl  breath, 
Thefe  mournful  manfions  dignify 'd   in  death, 
With  patriot  virtues  warm'd,  and  dawning  fciencc 
fir'd. 

'Midfl  the  wide  flames  that  civil  difcord  fpread, 

When  by  bafe  arts  the  royal  martyr  bled, 
Still  loyal  Pomfret  fpurn'd  the  tyrant's  hate  : 

Laft  in  thefe  northern  -f  climes,  that  fcorn'd  to 
pay 

A  fervile  homage  to  his  lawlefs  fway, 
And  in  inglorious  eafe  furvive  their  monarch's  fate  : 

Long,    haughty  Lambert,     did    thy   veteran 

powers, 
With  iron  tempeft  make  thefe  folid  towers, 
And  round  the  walls  the  mimve  murder  fend  : 
In  vain,  brave  Morrice,  did  thy  martial  train, 
With  loyal  zeal  the  boftile  mocks  fuftain, 
And   'gainft  rebellion's  fons  thefe  royal  domes 
defend. 

^  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  and  Richard  Lord  Gray,  half  brother 
to  the  queen  of  Edward  the  Fourth,  with  Woodvilie  lord  Rivers, 
own  brother  to  the  fame  queen,  were  all  beheaded  here  at  the 
fame  time,  by  the  intrigues  of  the  duke  of  Gioucefter,  afterwards 
Richard  the  Third.  Earl  Rivers  was  the  great  patron  of  learn- 
ing, and  introduced  Caxton  to  Edward  the  Fourth,  who  firft 
brought  printing  into  England.      See  Walpolet  noble  authors. 

^-  Pomfret  Caftle  was  the  laft  fortrefs  in  the  north  of  England 
that  furvenckred  to  the  pajiiamenl1s  forces,  aficr  the  murder  of 
king  Qharks  j  and   was    b^it^-d  and  de:lroy-.d  by  general  LaffT- 

Hark ! 
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Hark !    the  loud  engines   tear  the  trembling 
walls, 

And  from  its  bafe  the  mafHve  fabrick  falls, 
And  all  at  once  thefe  ancient  honours  fade  : 

This  princely  pile  with  all  its  fplendid  fpoils, 

Sink?  'midit  the  havock  of  inteftine  broils, 
In  proftr-te  ruins  loft,  and  dark  oblivion  laid. 


Humourous  Advertifements. 

In  tl:e  Prefs, 

THE      PARALLEL: 

OR, 

THE  TWO  JOHNS,    DUKES    OF 
BEDFORD-, 

JOHN,    REGENT  OF  FRANCE, 

AND 

JOHN,   THE  EMBASSADOR: 
With  LETTERS  and  ANECDOTES. 

Right  tall  he  made  himfelf  to  fhow, 
Though  made  full  fhort  by  God  : 

And  when  all  other  Dukes  did  bow, 

This^Dtike  did  only  nod.  Swift. 

To  which  is  added, 

A       SUPPLEMENT. 

Which  continues  the  ftory  to  the  prefent  time. 

WHEREAS 
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Ty  HE  RE  AS  a  perfon,  who  ftiles  himfelf 
Efquire  Ketch,  has  falfely  and  fcanda- 
loufly  afperfed  the  characters  f  of  feveral  gentle- 
men, members  of  the  black-leg  club,  it  is  una- 
nimoufly  agreed,  at  a  meeting  of  the  Black-leg 
club,  held  this  day,  at  the  Pillory  and  Tumbrel 
tavern,  Tyburn,  that  the  faid  Ketch  be  expelled 
the  old  Hazard-room  called  Hell,  at  Newmarket, 
a  fociety  inftituted  purpofely  to  exclude  all 
perfons,  except  thofe  whofe  conduct  and  characlers 
entitle  them  to  be  received  into  the  company  of 
gentlemen. 


Mat  o'  the  Mint. 

Nimming  Ned. 

Jack  Bagfhot. 

Jemmy  Twitcher. 

John  Buckhorfe. 

Henry  Trigger. 

Timothy  Shuffle. 

Cogging  Jack- 
Anthony  Sweepflakc 

Timothy  Diver. 

John  Filch. 

Will,  o'the  Turf. 

Anthony  Win-arl, 

Pious  George. 


John  Bluefkin. 
Tricking  Tom. 
Jonathan  Wild. 
Thomas  Dupe. 
Crook-finger  Jack, 
John  Peachum. 
Henry  Mac  Heath. 
Will,  of  Paddington. 
Knowing  Will. 
Timothy  Skull. 
John  Thieftaker. 
Blafpheming  Ned. 
Will.  Defperate. 
George  Slug. 


f  See  the  firft  volume  9?  the  New  Foundling  Hofpital  for  Wit, 
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IT  being  mutually  refolved  to  diflblve  the  part** 
nerfhip  account  fubfifting  between  John  and 
Mary  Spindle,  hufband  and  wife,  in  the  parifh 
of ,  and  to  carry  on  the  bufinefs  of  matri- 
mony on  each  feparate  account.  If  any  gentleman 
or  lady  has  any  claim  of  love  or  affection  on  either 
of  the  faid  partners,  they  are  defired  to  bring  the 
fame  to  be  fatisfied ;  and  whoever  is  indebted  to 
them,  are  hereby  required  to  pay  the  fad  debts  to 
either  of  the  partners,  on  account  of  the  faid 
reparation,  as  foon  as  is  convenient. 


*Tp  H  E  members  of  the   fociety   correfponding 

with  the  incorporated  fociety  in  Dublin  for 

propagating  the  human  fpecies  in  foreign  parts,  are 

defired  to  take  notice  that  a  monthly  meeting  of 

their  ftanding  committee  will  be  held  at 4 

en  Friday  next,  at  Twelve  o'clock  precifely* 


MISSING, 

OUppofed  to  be  ftolen  from  a  board ing-fchool 

near ,  a  beautiful  young  lady,   aged 

feventeen,  daughter  of  the  late  earl  of , 

and  heirefs  to  thirty  thoufand  pounds,  indepen- 
dent of  her  mother.     She  was  obferved  to  walk 

in 


in  the  back  garden  after  dinner  with  Mr.  Mac- 
•mulla  the  dancing-matter,  and  is  fuppofed  to 
have  made  her  efcape  with  him  through  the  yew 
hedge.  She  took  nothing  with  her  but  a  bottle 
of  aqua  vitae  from  her  governefs's  china  clofet, 
the  fecond  volume  of  Pamela,  and  the  marriage- 
fervice  torn  out  of  her  common-prayer  book. 

If  offered    to  be  married   to  Mr.  Macmullaj 
pray  flop  her. 


STOLEN   OR   STRAYED, 

pROM  Mifs  Trolly  and  Co's  lace-mop,  in 
Duke's-ccurt,  a  fmall  bay  hlley,  coming  fif- 
teen this  grafs  ;  fhe  has  a  black  fpot  juft  under 
-her  left  eye,  a  cock'd  tail,  goes  well  upon  her 
legs,  and  is  fit  for  any  weight. 
f  She  had  been  fome  time  in  training  for  a  colo- 
nel of  the  guards,  but  is  fuppofed  to  have  been 
rode  away  with  by  an  attorney's  clerk,  going  on 
the  weftern  circuit. 

Whoever  brings  her  to  Mrs.  Trolly's  above- 
mentioned,  or  to  the  guard-room  at  Whitehall, 
fhall  have  fifty  guineas  reward,  and  no  queftions 
afked. 


TO 
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TO    BE    SEEN   AT    THE   COVENTRY 
CROSS, 

A   CAST  of  the  Grecian  Venus,  in  plafler  of 
Paris.     It    has  been  greatly  admired  by  the 
curious,  is  allowed  to  be  the  work  of  a  mafterly 
hand,  and  the  completed:  model  in  the  univerfe. 


NOW  SELLING  OFF  AT  PRIME  COST, 

^T"*  HE  remainder  of  the  flock  in  trace  of  an 
eminent  clergyman  leaving  off  bufmefs, 
and  retiring  to  a  B k  ;  confifcing  of  a  com- 
plete fet  of  manufcript  fermons  for  the  whole 
year,  with  the  fafts  and  festivals,  including  a 
deification  of  king  Charles  for  the  30th  of  Ja- 
nuary ;  a  culyerin  charged  and  primed  for  the 
5th  of  November,  with  a  rod  for  the  whore  of 
Babylon  j  the  fins  of  the  nation  defcribedj  in  a 
difcourfe  fit  for  the  next  folemn  faft;  charitv, 
acceflion,  antigallican,  and  fmall-pox  fermons, 
fome  half-finifhed  tracts  againft  the  Athanafian 
Creed,  the  marriage  act,  and  the  thirty-nine 
articles,  with  feveral  other  curious  particulars  ; 
the  whole  to  be  viewed  till  the  time  of  fale, 
which  will  begin  punctually  at  twelve  o'clock. 

F  LOST, 
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LOST, 

|N  the  dark  walk  at  Vaux-hall,  on  Tuefday 
the  24th  inftant,  two  female  reputations  : 
one  of  tfoem  had  a  fmall  fpot  occafioned  by  fome 
dirt  thrown  upon  it  lad  week  in  the  road  to 
Raijelagh  ;  the  other  never  foiled.  Whoever 
will  bring  them  back  to  the  owners,  {hall  receive 
five  thoufand  pounds,  with  thanks. 


DROPPED, 

I^IIO  M  a  lady's  tongue  in  the  left-hand  ftage- 

box,  at  Drury-lane  play-houfe,  on  Saturday 

lad,     five     fevere    inuendoes    concerning    lady 

C ;    four  bitter  reflections   on  the  duchefs 

0f  H ;  fome  abufe  of  Mifs  Maria  W ; 

a  panegyric  on  S 's  beauty  ;  two  fmall  oaths, 

and  a  white  lye  about  Spanim  paint. 

If  the  above  mould  be  offered  to  be  retailed, 
or  repeated    by  any  who  overheard,    pray  flop 

them,  and   give  notice  to  Mr.   F ,    at  his 

regifter-ofnce  in  the  Strand,  and  you  fhall  have 
half  a  guinea  reward, 

MUST 
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MUST    EE    SOLD, 

^T^HE  owner  being   a  bankrupt;  a  vote  for  a 

member  of ,  for  the  borough  of i 

at  the  next  general  election.     To  prevent  trou- 
ble, the  price  is  fourfcore  pounds. 


THE     CITY    FARCE. 

AS  IT  WAS   ACTED  AT  GUILD-HALL,  IN  THE 
MONTH   OF   APRIL    1757. 

William  the  fourth  folus. 

AND  am  I  then  difmifs'd  ? — bid  to  refign 

"^       The  feals  of  office  ? what  is  oratory  ? 

Could  I  have  held  my  place,  I  then  indeed 
Had  led  a  glorious  life, — — but  now  for  ever 

Farewell  the  morning  levee ch  !  farewell 

The  fmiling  train  who  came  to  kifs  my  toe, 
And  wonder  at  each  word  my  tongue  let  fall  ! 
Farewell  the  royal  clofet,  and  each  circ.umftance 

Of  minifterial  power  ! forever  now  farewell  5 

For  oh  !  great  William's  occupation's  gone. 

F  2  Enter 
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Enter  alderman  Sugar-cane. 

William. 
Ccme  hither  Sugar-cane  —  there  —  kifs  my  toe  — 
Now  rife  up  king  of  Negro-land  —  now  tell  me,. 
Have  you  much  intereft  in  the  city  ? 

Sugar-cane. 

Mighty  fir, 

I  have  :  they're  all  my  negroes fuch  indeed 

I've  ever  thought  'em do  you  then  command, 

Not  to  obey  fhall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  factious  work  foever. 

William. 
There  broke  forth 

The  great  creolian  foul. But  Suo-ar-cane 

Let's  lofe  no  time the  common  council 

Are  now  at  bufy  meeting  in  the  Guild, 

At  th'  Half-moon  tavern,  and  at  Vintner's-hall, 

Where  I  fo  oft  have  fhook  th'  aftonifh'd  room 

With  declamation,  heaping  tropes  upon  'em 

'Till  the  ftrong  patriot  fire  that  burnt  within 

Singeing  my  pate  up  like  the  torrid  zone, 

Made  my  tongue  like  a  wart  :  but  to  the  point  — 

The  cits  are  now  all  meeting  in  Guild-hall 

Thither  I'd  have  thee  hafce  immediately, 
And  at  your  meefceft  vantage  of  the  time, 

Improve 
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Improve  thofe  hints  I  gave  you  late  to  (peak  of  — 
But  above  all  infer  the  criminality 

Of  Anf— n  and  N tie  —  and  lord  H ke — 

Unkennel  me  the  fox  too talk  of  Germany, 

Of  German  meafurcs,  and  that  damn'd  Hanover  ; 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  perfon  : 
Tell  'em,  that  when  my  mother  went  with  child 

of  me, 
She  dreamt  (he  was  deliver'd  of  a  trope, 
That  fav'd  this  finking  land  ;  which  iignifted 
That  I  mould  rule  by  words,  and  in  fome  hour 
Of  black  diftrefs  redeem  our  unking  credit. 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off; 
Becaufe,  you  know,  the  money  is  not  rais'd. 

Sugar-cane. 
Doubt  not,  great  fir,  I'll  play  the  incendiary 
As  if  myfelf  might  gain  the  hundred  pound. 
The  box  will  coft. 

William. 

If  you  thrive  well ;  bring  'em  to  fee  me  here; 
Where  you  ihall  find  me  ferioufly  employ'd 
In  canvainng  th'  enquiry. 

Sugar-cane. 
I'll  fly  to  ferve  you. 

miliam. 
To  ferve  thy  felf. 
For  look,  when  I  am  fecretarv,  claim  of  me 

F  3  The 
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The  government  of  Jamaica,  together  with 
Thcfe  high  emoluments,  of  which  the  admiral 
Late  flood  pofTefTed. 


William. 


So. 


o  j  — I've  fecur'd  the  erco!  :  this  fame  govern- 
ment 
Will  never  let  his  brains  have  reft  till  done. 
Ev'n  all  mankind  to  feme  lov'd  ills  incline, 
Great  men  chufe  greater  fins,  ambition's  mine. 

End  of  Jcl  I. 

ACT      II. 

Enter  WilJ.  and  Sugar-cane. 

J  Villi  am. 
So  Sugar-cane what  fay  the  citizens  ? 

Sugar-cane. 
I  urg'd  all  thofe  who  lov'd  their  country's  good 
To  do  you  right,    and  cry  long  live  William  the 
fourth. 

William. 

And  did  they  fo  ? 

Sugar-cane, 
Their  hefitating  fear  had  ftruck  'em  dumb  % 
W hich  when  I  faw  I  reprehended  them 

And 
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And  afk'd  the   mayor   what  meant  this   wilful 

filence. 
His  anfwer  was,  the  people  were  not  us'd 
To  be  fpoken  to  by  a  creolian. 
I  then  induc'd  a  bookfeller  to  rife  ; 
Who  told  them  hiftory  was  the  key  of  fenfe, 
Touchftone  of  truth,  and  folio  volume 
Of  all  experience,  the  laft  edition 
In  neat  Italics  of  foundeft  policy, 
With  more  fuch  jargon,  all  mere  common  place 
But  nothing  urg'd  in  warrant  from  himfelf : 
At  which  fome  'pothecaries  and  attorneys 
Help  up  their  hands  and  cried  long  live  great  Will, 

William.^ 

Will  not  the  mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come } 

Sugar-cane. 

They're  here  at  hand  —  feign  you  the  gout, 
And  be  not  fpoke  to  but  by  mighty  fuit. 

William. 

We  cannot  fail  while  Sugar-cane's  the  pilot. 

A  little  perfidy  fometimes  does  well.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Citizens. 

Sugar-cane, 
You're  welcome,  gentlemen  : 
I'm  afraid  great  Will  will  not  be  fpqk:  withal. 

F  4  ?ee 


[    7*     ] 

gee  where  he  lies  :  this  Will  is  not  an  Holies  ; 
He  is  not  lolling,  eating,  drinking,  laughing,   - 
But  tortur'd  with  the  gout *■ 

Citizen. 
And  fee  !  —  th'enquiry  in  his  hand. 

Sugar-cane. 
Would  he  again  were  fecretary. 
Methinks  1  wifh  it  for    the  love   he  bears  his 

country. 
Weil,  who  knows,  he  may  be  won. 

Enter  William. 

William, 

Nor  do  I  fear  I've  done  forne  ftrange  offence 
That  looks  difgracious  in  the  city's  eye. 

Citizen. 

Moft  humbly  on  our  knees  we  do  befeech  you 
Take  this  tobacco  box. 

William. 
I  can  not,  will  not,  niuft  not  yield  to  you, 

Sugar-cane, 
O  make  them  happy,  grant  their  lawful  fuit, 

William, 
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I  Villi  am. 

Alas  !  why  will  you  heap  this  care  on  me : 
I  am  unfit  for  figs  and  raiiins,  nor  deferve 
Now  to  be  made  a  grocer. 

Citizen. 
If  you  deny  us,  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

William. 

You  will  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares, 
I  am  not  made  of  (lone,  but  love  my  country  — 
Tho'  heav'n  knows,  as  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Citizen. 

Long  live  our  orator  -and  brother  grocer. 

William. 
Indeed  your  words  have  touch'd  me  nearly,  fir, 

Citizen. 
If  it  fo  pleafe  you,  fir,  the  common  council 
To-morrow  ihali  give  orders  for  the  cavalcade. 

William. 

Even  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 

My  friends  farewell 

I  mull  to  th'  enquiry  again.  [Exeunt. 

William 
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William  folus. 

Thus  far  we  run  before  the  wind  — — -*» 

My  fortune  fmiles,  and  gives  me  all 

That  I  dare  afk  :  Sarah  the  dowager 

Has  bid  this  world  good-night,  and  I  have  got 

Ten  thoufand  pounds,  and  now  am  made  a  grocer. 

Henceforth  I'll  be  a  tribune  of  the  people  j 

A  factious  tribune,  till  I  fieze  the  helm, 

And  blaft  the  fchemes  of  that  too  wily  fox, 

Who  thwarts  me  in  the  golden  time  I  look  for. 

■ For  this  I'll  join  with  Holies  —  I  can  fay 

To  fave  appearance,  he's  an  honeft  man, 

Unjuflly  call'd  deftroyer  of  his  country  : 

This  cement  will  bind,  faft  the  league  :  that  done, 

Heav'n  take  the  good  old unto  his  mercy, 

Make  me  the  guardian  of  his  youthful  heir, 
Then  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in. 


THE    BRITISH   AMBASSADRESS'S 
SPEECH  t  TO  THE  FRENCH  KING, 

SOON  AFTER  THE  PEACE  OF  UTRECHT. 

TJ  AIL  !  tricking  monarch,  more  fuccefsful far 
In  arts  of  peace,  than  glorious  deeds  of  war : 
As  Anna's  great  ambafladrefs  I  come, 

With  news  that  will  rejoice  both  ycu  and  Rome. 

Ne'er 
■j-  Du— -is  of  Shrewsbury. 
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Ne'er  did  the  French  affairs  fo  gaily  fmile 
This  hundred  years,   as  now  in  Britain's  ifle  ; 
For  there  the  rage  of  blind  delufion  reigns, 
And  fpreads  her  fury  o'er  the  ftupid  fwains. 

TheL s,  the  C s,  with  the  priefts,  confpire 

To  raife  your  pow'r,  and  their  own  ruin  hire. 
The  queen  herfelf,    with   qualms  of  confcience 

preft, 
Seems  to  advance  your  caufe  above  the  reft : 
Her  gen'rous  temper  can't  forget  fo  foon  -* 

The  royal  favours  you  have  always  done,  > 

Both  to  her  father  and  his  injur'd  fon.  * 

And,  therefore,  is  contriving  every  day 
This  mighty  debt  of  gratitude  to  pay: 
For  you  fne  ceas'd  the  thunder  of  the  war, 
Laid  up  her  fleet,  and  left  the  channel  bare  : 
For  you,  the  fighting  Marlborough's  difgrac'd, 
And  in  his  room  a  peaceful  general  plac'd  : 
For  you  me  broke  her  word,  her  friends  betray'd, 
With  joy  look'd  on,  and  faw  them  victims  made. 
She  knows  fhe  has  no  right  the  crown  to  wear, 
And  fain  would  leave  it  to  the  lawful  heir. 
In  order  to  efTecl:  this  grand  defign, 
And  baffle  all  the  Hanoverian  line  ; 
A  fet  of  minifters  fhe  lately  chofe, 
To  honour,  and  their  country,  equal  foes  : 
Wretches  !  whofe  indigence  r)as  made  them  bold, 
Who  would  betray  their  native  land  for  o-0!d. 
Oxford's  the  chief  of  this  abandon'd  clan, 
Him  you  mull  court,  for  he's  your  only  man. 

Dartmouth 
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Dartmouth  and  Bolingbroke  are  friends  to  you; 
But  'tis  not  in  their  power  much  hurt  to  do. 
But  Oxford  reigns  prime  minifter  of  ftate, 
Pvuling  the  nation  at  a  mighty  rate  : 
He,  like  a  conjurer  with  his  magic  wand, 
Doth  both  the  queen  and  Parliament  command. 
Keep  but  that  wily  trickfler  ftill  your  friend, 
He'll  bring  your  wilhes  to  a  profp'rous  end  ; 
Give  him  but  gold  enough,  your  work  is  done ; 
He'll  bribe  the  fenate,  and  then  all's  your  own. 
Now  is  your  time  to  pufh  for  Britain's  crown, 
And  fix  king  James  the  third  upon  the  throne. 
A  pow'rful  fleet  prepare  ;  you  need  no  more 
But  land  the  exile  on  his  native  fhore  : 
They'll  foondepofe  the  prefent  reigning  thing, 
And  in  her  room  proclaim  your  fav'rite  king. 

Thus  fpake  the  gay  ambaffadrcfs,  when  ilraight 
Up  role  the  tyrant  from  his  chair  of  ftate  -, 
With  love  tranfported,  and  a  joyous  air, 
"Within  his  trembling  arms  embrac'd  the  fair. 
That  night,  as  fame  reports,  and  feme  have  heard, 
A  pompous  bed  was  inftantly  prepared, 
"Wherein  the  monarch  and  the  hercine  lay, 
And  fpent  their  time  in  politicks — and  play. 
The  duke,  o'erjoy'd  that  his  Italian  dame 
Could  in  fo  old  an  hero  raife  a  flame, 
With  an  ambitious  pleafure,  as  'tis  faid, 
Led  her  himielf  unto  the  royal  bed. 


ON 
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ON  L—  BO T'S  BEING  APPOINTED 

GOVERNOR  OF  V A, 

IN  THE  ROOM  OF  SIR  J-— Y  AM T,   DISMISSED. 

*^[  OW  tremble  colonics !  your  time  is  come  : 

From  maichlefs  genius  wait  your  fettled  dome« 
C-nw-y  no  more  fhall  weave  your  filken  chains ; 
Play  with  your  bit,  or  trifle  with  your  reins. 
Fame  fends  his  fon  to  curb  your  flaming  flate; 

'Tis  B" t,  and  be  is  fix' d  as  fate  %. 

L.  V. 

%  See  the  firft  part  of  the  New-Foundling  Hoipltai  for  Wit, 
page  65. 


MANNERS. 

A  SATIRE.        BY  PAUL  WHITEHEAD,    ESQ^ 
Paulus  vel  Coflus  vel  Drufus  Moribus  efto.  Juvenal. 

"  \17'ELL of  all  plagues  which  make  man- 
kind a  fport, 
"  Guard  me,  ye  heav'ns  !  from  that  worft  plague 

a  court. 

"   Midii  the  mad  manfions  of  Moorfields,  I'd  be 
"  A  ftraw-crown'd  monarch,  in  mock  majefly  j 

Rather 
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*c  Rather  than  fovereign  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
<c  Curs'd  with  the  follies  and  the  farce  of  flate. 
«c  Rather  in  Newgate-walls,  O  !  let  me  dwell, 
"  A  doleful  tenant  of  the  darkling  cell, 
"  Than  fwell  in  palaces  the  mighty  ftore 
"  Of  fortune's  fools,  and  parafites  of  pow'r. 
"  Than  crowns,  ye  Gods  !  be  any  fate  my  doom  : 
"  Or  any  dungeon ;  but ■  a  drawing  room. 

u  Thrice  happy  patriot,  whom  no  courts  debafe, 
"  No  titles  leffen,  and  no  liars  difgrace. 
"  Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainlefs  head ; 
"  Still  o'er  the  faithlefs  heart  the  ribband  fpread. 
"  Such  toys  may  ferve  to  fignalize  the  tool, 
"  To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnifh  out  the  fool ; 
«  While,  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difdain 
"  The  tinfel  trappings  and  the  glitt'ring  chain  : 
**  Fond  of  your  freedom,  fpurn  the  venal  fee, 
"  And  prove  he's  only  great who  dares  be  free. 

Thus  fung  Philemon  in  his  calm  retreat, 
Too  wife  for  pow'r,  too  virtuous  to  be  great. 

But  whence  this  rage  at  courts  ?  reply'd  his 
Grace ; 
Say,  is  the  mighty  crime,  to  be  in  place  ? 
Is  that  the  deadly  fin,  mark'd  out  by  heav'n, 
For  which  no  mortal  e'er  can  be  forgiv'n  ? 
Muft  all,  all  fuffer,  who  in  courts  eno-ao-e, 
Down  from  lord  Steward,  to  the  puny  page? 

Can 
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Can  courts  and  pages  be  fuch  finful  things  ? 
The  facred  gifts  and  palaces  of  kings. 

A  place  may  claim  our  rev'rence,  Sir,  I  own  j 
But  then  the  man  its  dignity  muft  crown  : 
'Tis  not  the  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride, 
Can  fkreen  the  coward,  or  the  knave  can  hide. 
Let  Stair  and  f  ***  head  our  arms  and  law, 
The  judge  and  gen'ral  muft  be  view'd  with  awe  ; 
The  villain  then  would  fhudder  at  the  bar; 
And  Spain  grow  humble  at  the  found  of  war. 

What  courts  are  facred  ?  when  I  tell  your  Grace, 
Manners  alone  muft  fan&ify  the  place. 
Hence  only  each  its  proper  name  receives  ; 
Haywood's  a  brothel ;   |j  White's  a  den  of  thieves  : 
Bring  whores  and  thieves  to  court,  you  change 

the  fcene, 
St.  J s's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  den. 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call, 
Tho'  the  whole  bench  mould  confecrate  the  wall  ? 
While  the  trim  chaplain,  confeious  of  a  fee, 
Cries  out,  my  king,  "  I  have  no  God  but  thee  :" 

Lifts 

\  It  is  to  be  lamented  that  the  barrennefs  of  the  prefent  times, 
obliges  the  author  to  trufc  to  pofterity  for  the  fupply  of  a  proper 
character  in  this  place. 

||  Dr.  Swift  fays,   '  That  the  late  earl  Oxford,  in  the  time  of 

*  his  miniftry,  never  paffed  by  White's  Chocolate-houfe  (the  com- 

*  mon  rendezvous  of  infamous  fharpers  and  noble  cullies)  without 

*  beftowing  a  curfe  upon  that  famous  academy,  as  the  bane  of  halt 

*  the  Eneiifh  nobility,' 
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Lifts  to  the  royal  feat  the  afking  eye, 
And  pays  to  George  the  tribute  of  the  fky  ; 
Proves  fin  alone  from  humble  roofs  muft  fpring, 
Nor  can  one  earthly  failing  [lain  a  king. 

Bifhops  and  kings  may  confecrate,  'tis  true; 
Manners  alone  claim  homage  as  their  due, 
Without,  the  court  and  church  are  both  profane, 
Whatever  prelate  preach,  or  monarch  reign  ; 
Religion 's  roftrum,  virtue's  fcaffold  grows, 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree-fhews. 

In  vain  behold  yon  rev'rend  turrets  rife, 
And  Sarum's  facred  fpires  falute  the  fkies  : 
If  the  lawn'd  Lcuite's  earthly  vote  be  fold, 
And  God's  free  gift  retail'd  for  mammon  gold  ; 
No  rev'rence  can  the  proud  cathedral  claim, 
Eut  Henley's  (hop,  and  Sherlock's  are  the  fame. 

Whence  have  St.  Stephen's  walls  fo  hallow'd 
been  ? 
Whence  ?  From  the  virtue  of  his  fons  within. 
But  fhould  fome  guileful  ferpent,  void  of  grace, 
Glide  in  its  bounds,  and  poifen  all  the  place; 
Should  e'er  the  facred  voice  be  fet  to  fale, 
And  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fruit  prevail  ; 
The  place  is  alter'd,  Sir,  nor  think  it  rtrange, 
To  fee  the  fenate  fink  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  church,  or  fenate-houfe,  or  hall, 
Manners  alone  beam  dignity  on  all. 

Without 
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Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  {hells  ; 
f  Crane-court  a  magazine  of  cockle-fhells  ; 
The  folemn  bench  no  boibm  ftrikes  with  awe, 
But  Weftminfter's  a  warehoufe  of  the  law. 

Thefe  honeft  truths,  my  lord,  deny  who  can  > 
Since  all  allow  that  cc  Manners  makt  the  Man'* 
Hence  only  glories  to  the  great  belong, 
Or  peers  mull  mingle  with  the  peafant  throng. 

Tho*  ftrung  with  ribbands,  yet  behold  his  grace 
Shines  but  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  : 
Strip  the  gay  liv'ry  from  the  courtiers  back, 
What  marks  the  difference  'twixt  my  lord and'Jaikl 
The  fame  mean,  fupple,  mercenary  knave, 
The  tool  of  power,  and  of  irate  the  {lave  : 
Alike  the  vaffal  heart  in  each  prevails, 
And  all  his  iordfhip  boafts  is  larger  vales. 

Wealth,  manors,  titles  may  ctefcend,  'tis  true, 
But  ev'ry  heir  muft  merit's  claim  renew. 

Who  blufhes  not  to  fee  a  C heir 

Turn  flave  to  found,  and  languifh  for  a  j|  play'r? 
What  piping,    fiddling,    fqueaking,    quav'ring, 

bawling, 
What  fing-fong  riot,  and  what  eunuch-fquawling : 

c — , 

f  The  Royal  Society. 

j|  That  living  witnefs  of  the  folly,  extravagance  and  depravity 
©f  the  Enblifh,  Farinello,  who  is  now  at  the  court  of  Spain  tri- 
umphing in  the  fpoils  of  our  nobility  j  as  their  pyrates  are  in  t'ijfe 
©f  our  iniv.red  merchants. 

G 
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C ,  thy  worth  all  Italy  mall  own, 

A  ftatefman  fit,  where  J  Nerofill'd  the  throne. 

See  poor  Laevinus  anxious  for  renown,  -* 

Through  the  longgallery  trace  his  lineage  down,  > 
And  claim  each  hero's  vifao-e  for  his  own.  J 

What  tho'  in  each  the  felf-fame  features  mine, 
Unlefs  fome  lineal  virtue  marks  the  lin^, 
In  vain,  alas  !  he  boafts  his  grandfire's  name, 
Or  hopes  to  borrow  luftre  from  his  fame. 
Who  but  muft  fmile,  to  fee  the  tim'rous  peer 
Point  'mong  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war  ? 
Or  in  fad  Englifh  tell  how  fenates  hung 
On  the  fweet  mufic  of  his  father's  tongue  ? 
Unconfcious,  tho'  his  fires  were  wife  and  brave, 
Their  virtues  only  find  him  in  a  grave. 

Not  fo  with  §  Stanhope ;  fee  by  him  fuftain'd 
Each  hoary  honour  which  his  fires  had  gain'd. 
To  him  the  virtues  of  his  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  five  hundred  year  j 
Defcended  down,    by  him  to  be  enjoy'd, 
Yet  holds  the  talent  loft,  if  unemploy'd. 
From  hence  behold  his  gen'rous  ardour  rife, 
To  fwell  the  facred  ftream  with  frefh  fupplies ; 
Abroad  the  guardian  of  his  country's  caufe  j 
At  home  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senates  with  awe  the  patriot  founds  imbibe, 
And  bold  corruption  almoft  drops  the  bribe. 

Thus 

X  A   Roman  emperor  remarkable  for   his  foolifli  paflion  for 
niufirk. 

§  Th«  right  honourable. the  a»rl  of  CheP.etficld, 
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Thus  adding  worth  to  worth,  and  grace  to  grace3 
He  beams  new  glories  back  upon  his  race. 

Afk  ye  what's  honour  ?   I'll  the  truth  impart, 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honefty  of  heart. 
To  the  fweet  fcenes  of  fecial  ||  Stow  repair, 
And  fearch  the  mailer's  breaft,— you'll  find  it  there* 
Too  proud  to  grace  the  fycophant  or  flave, 
It  only  harbours  with  the  wife  and  brave ; 
Ungain'd  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth  : 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  blufh,  ye  fons  of  earth  ! 
Blufh  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made 
The  viclim  of  a  ribband}  or  cockade, 

Afk  the  proud  peer,  what's  honour  ?  he  difplays 
A  purchas'd  patent,  or  the  herald's  blaze  j 
Or  if  the  royal  fmile  his  hopes  h?s  bleft, 
Points  to  the  glitt'ring  glory  on  his  breaft : 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign, 
On  the  gay  coat  the  ftar  is  but  a  flam  : 
For  I  could  whifper  in  his  lordfhip's  ear, 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  ftar. 

Hence  fee  the  garter'd  glory  dart  its  rays, 
And  fhine  round  E— -  with  redoubl'd  blaze  : 
Afk  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  luftre's  feen  ? 
Why  E —  whifpers,  votes,  and  faw  Turin. 

Long  Milo  reign'd  the  minion  of  renown, 
Loud  his  eulogiums  echo'd  thro'  the  town  ; 
Where'er  he  went  ftill  crouds  around  him  throng, 
And  hail'd  the  patriot  as  he  pafs'd  along. 

G  2  See 

|  The  feat  of  the  right  bohesrabia  the  lord  vlfcounf  Cobhata. 
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See  the  loft  peer,  unhonour'd  now  by  all, 
Steal  thro*  the  >l;cet,  or  fkulk  along  the  mall; 
Applauding  founds  no  more  falute  his  ear, 
Put  the  loud  Paean's  funk  into  a  nicer. 
Whence   you'll  enquire  could  fpring  a  change  fo 

fad  ? 
Why  the  poor  man  ran  military  mad  : 
By  this  miftaken  maxim  ftill  milled, 
That  men  of  honour  muft  be  cloath'd  in  red. 
My.  grandfire  wore  it,  Milo  cries  —  'tis  good  : 
But  know  the  grandfire  fhu'n'd  it  red  with  blood. 
Firft  'midft  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field, 
He  fhone  his  country's  guardian  and  its  fhield  ; 
"Taught  Danube's  ftream  with  Gallic  gore  to  flow 
Hence  bloom'd  the  laurel  on  the  grandnre's  brow  : 
But  fhall  the  fon  expect  the  wreath  to  wear 
For  the  mock  triumphs  of  an  Hyde-Park  war  ? 
Sooner  (hall  Bunhill  Blenheim's  glories  claim, 
Or  Biilers  rival  brave  Eugene  in  fame  j 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown, 
Who  ilorm  a  dunghill,  and  who  fack  a  town. 

Mark  our  bright  youths  how  gallant  and  how  gay, 
Frefh  plum'd  and  powder'd  in  review  array. 
Unfpoii'd  each  feature  by  rhe  martial  fear, 
Lo  !  A —  affumes  the  god  of  war  : 
Yet  vain,  while  prompt  to  arms  by  plume  and  pay, 
H--  claims  the  foldier's  name  from  foldier's  play, 
This  truth,  my  warriour,  treafure  in  thy  breaft, 
A  {landing  foldier  is  a  (landing  jefl. 

When 
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When  bloody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews, 
Armies  muft  then  defcend  to  puppet-mews  ; 
Where  the  lac'd  log  may  ftrut  the  foidier's  part, 
Bedeck'd  with  feather,  tho'  unarm'd  with  heart. 

There  are  who  fay  —  "  Yen  lafh  the  fins  of 

men  ! 
<c  Leave,  leave  to  Fope  the  poignance  of  the  pen  ; 
"  Hope   not  the  bays   (hall  wreath   around   thy 

head, 
"  Fannius  may  write,  but  Flaccus  will  be  read.'* 
Shall  only  one  have  privilege  to  blame  ? 
What  then,  are  vice  and  folly  royal  game  ? 
Muft  all  be  poachers  who  attempt  to  kill  • 
.All,  but  the  mighty  fovereign  of  the  quili  ? 
Shall  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  hacveil  have, 
And  I  not  glean  one  ftraggling  fool,  or  knave  ': 
Praife,  'tis  allow'd,  is  free  to  ail  mankind  ; 
Say,  why  fhoulJ  honeft  fatire  be  coiifin'd  ? 
Tho'  like  th'  immortal  bard's,  my  feeble  dart 
Stains  not  its  feather  in  the  culprit  heart ; 
Yet  know,  the  fmalleft  infect  of  the  wing 
The  horfe  m2y  teaze,  or  elephant  can  fting  : 
Ev'n  I,  by  chance,  a  lucky  (haft  may  p  jur," 
And  gallfome  great  leviathan  of  pow'r. 

I  name  not  W — e  ;  you  the  reafon  guefs  ; 
Mark  yen  fell  harpy  hov'ring  o'er  the  prefs. 
Secure  the  mufe  may  fport  with  names  of  kings, 
But  minifters,  my  friend,  are  dang'rous  things. 
G  3  Who 
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Who  would  have  f  P-^n  anfwer  what  he  writ  ? 
Or  fpecial  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 

Pope  writes  unhurt— but  know,    'tis  different 
quite 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crufh  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dam  the  ftatefman  in  each  line, 
Thofe  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifh  mine. 

Turn,  turn  your  fatire  then,  you  cry,  to  praife. 
Why  praife  is  fatire,  in  thefe  finful  days, 
Say,  mould  I  make  a  patriot  of  Sir  Bill ; 
Or  fwear  that  G- — 's  duke  has  wit  at  will, 
From  the  gull'd  knight  could  I  expec~l  a  place  ? 
Or  hope  to  lye  a  dinner  from  his  grace  I 
Tho'  a  reward  be  gracioufly  beflow'd 
On  the  foft  fatire  of  each  birth-day  ode. 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praife  are  bled; 
Yet  thofe  who  merit  moft,  ftill  want  it  leaft  : 
But  confcious  vice  ftill  courts  the  cheering  ray, 
While  virtue  fhines  nor  afks  the  glare  of  day, 
Need  I  to  any  Pult'ney's  worth  declare  ? 
Or  tell  him,  Cart'ret  charms,  who  has  an  ear  ? 
Or,  Pitt,  can  thy  example  be  unknown, 
While  each  fond  father  marks  jt  to  his  fon  ? 

I  cannot  truckle  to  a  flave  in  ftate, 
^.nd  praife  a  blockhead's  wit,  becaufe  he's  great  *9 

Down, 

J  A  famous  folicitor, 
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Down,  down,  ye  hungry  garretteers,  defcend, 

Call  J  W Burleigh,  call  him  Britain's  friend; 

Behold  the  genial  ray  of  gold  appear, 

And  rouze,  ye  fwarms  of  Grub-ftreet  and  Rag-fair. 

See  with  what  zeal  yon  §  tiny  infe£l  burns, 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces  to  urns  : 
Tho'  cruel  death  has  clos'd  the  royal  ear, 
The  flatt'ring  fly  ftill  buzzes  round  the  bier  : 
But  what  avails,  fince  queens  no  longer  live  ? 
Why  kings  can  read,  and  kings  you  know  may 

give  : 
A  mitre  may  repay  his  heay'nly  crown ; 
And  while  he  decks  her  brow,  adorns  his  own. 

Let  laureat  C — -?  birth-day  fonnets  fing, 
Or  Fanny  crawl,  an  ear-wig  on  the  king; 
While  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace, 
Why  mould  I  envy  either  fong  or  place  ? 
I  could  not  Jlatter^  the  rich  butt  to  gain  ; 
Nor  fink  a  Have,  to  rife  V e  C n. 

Perim  my  verfe,  whene'er  one  venal  line 
Bedaubs  a  duke,  or  makes  a  king  divine, 

G  4  What 

J  See  thefe  two  chara&ers  compar'd  in  the  gazetteers  j  but  left 
none  of  thofe  papers  fhould  have  efcap'd  their  common  fate,  fee 
the  two  characters  diftinguifhed  in  the  Craftfman. 

§  A  certain  court  chaplain,  who  wrote,  »r  rather  ftole  i  cha- 
racter ©f  the  late  cj — jj  from  Dr.  Burners  character  of  cjueeji 
Mary4 
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Flrft  bid  me  fwear,  He's  found  who  has  the  plague^ 
Or  Horace  rivals  Stanhope  at  the  Hague. 
What,  jQiall  I  turn  a  pander  to  the  throne, 
And  lift  with  f  E — li,  to  roar  for  half  a  crown  ? 
Sooner  T — r — 1  fhall  with  'Fully  vie  : 

Or  W — n- — n  in  fenate  fcorn  a 

Sooner  Iberia  tremble  for  her  fate 
From  M — h's  arms,  or  Ab — n's  debate. 

Tho'  fawning  flattery  ne'er  mall  taint  my  lays, 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burft  to  praife. 
Behold  ||  yon  temple  rais'd  by  Cobham's  hand, 
Sacred  to  worthies  of  his  native  land  : 
Ages  were  ranfack'd  for  the  wife  and  great, 
'Till  Barnard  came,  and  made  the  groupe  com- 
plete. 

Be  Barnard  there enliven'd  by  the  voice, 

Each  bufto  bow'd,  and  fanctify'd  the  choice. 

Pointlefs  all  fatire  in  thefe  iron  times, 
Too  fajnt  are  colours,  and  too  feeble  rhimes. 
Rife  then,  gay  fancy,  future  glories  bring, 
And  ftretch  o'er  happier  days  thy  healing  wing. 

Wrap'd 

^  A  noted  agent  to  a  mob-regiment,  who  is  employed  to  re- 
ward their  venal  vociferations  on  certain  occafions,  with  half-.a- 
crown  each  man. 

|| .  The  temple  of  Britim  worthies  in  the  gardens  at  Stow,  in 
which  the  lord  Cobham  has  lately  erefted  the  bufto  of  Sir  John 
Barnard. 
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Wrap'd  into  thought,  Lo  !  I  Britannia  fee 
Rifing  fuperior  o'er  the  fubje&fea; 
View  her  gay  pendants  fpread  their  filken  wings, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  empires  and  of  kings  : 
The  tow'ring  barks  dance  lightly  o'er  the  main, 
And  roll  their  thunder  thro'  the  realms  of  Spain. 
Peace i  violated  maid,  they  afk  no  more, 
But  waft  her  back  triumphant  to  our  fhore ; 
While  buxom  plenty,  laughing  in  her  train, 
Glads  every  heart,   and  crowns   the  warriour's 

pain. 
On  fancy,  on  ;  ftill  ftretch  the  pleafing  fcene, 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  her  golden  reign  ; 
Cheer'd  by  whofe  beams  ev'n  meagre  want  can 

fmile, 
And  the  poor  peafant  whittle  'midfl  his  toil. 

Such  days,  what  Briton  wifhes  not  to  fee  ? 
And  fuch  each  Briton,  Frederick,  hopes  from 
thee, 


HONOUR, 


I  f>  ! 
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A    SATIRE. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

Primores   populi  arripuit  populumque  tributim  J 

Scilicet  uni  aequus  virtuti  atque  ejus  amicis.  Hor# 

c<  T  OAD,  load  the  pallet,  boy!  hark !  Hogarth 

cries, 
cc  Fail:  as  I  paint  frefh  fwarms  of  fools  arife ! 
u  Groups  rife  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pencil's 

pow'r, 
f*  To  catch  each  new  blown  folly  of  the  hour.1' 

While  hum'rous  Hogarth  paints  each  folly  dead, 
Shall  vice  triumphant  rear  its  Hydra  head? 
At  fatire's  fov'reign  nod  difdain  to  fhrink 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  frefh  floods  of  ink  ? 
Oh  then,  my  mufe !  Herculean  labours  dare, 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eternal  war  ; 
Range  thro'  the  town  in  fearch  of  ev'ry  ill  $ 
And  cleanfe  th'  Augean  {table  with  thy  quill. 

<c  But  what*  avails  the  poignanceof  the  fong  ; 
<e  Since  all  (you cry)  dill  perfevere  in  wrong; 

"  Would 
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*'  Would    courtly   crimes  to  Mulgrave's  mufe 

fubmit  ? 
c<  Or  blufh'd  the  monarch  tho*  a  +  Wilmot  writ  > 
ic  Still  pander  peers  difgrae'd  the  rooms  of  ftate, 
"  Still  Csefar's  bed  fuftain'd  a  foreign  weight; 
*<  Slaves  worfhip'd  ftill  the  golden  calf  of  pow'r, 
"  And  bifhops,  bowing,  blefs'd  the  fcarlet  whore, 
c<  Shall  then  thy  verfe  the  guilty  great  reclaim, 
cc  Tho'  fraught  with  Dryden's  heav'n-defcended 

"  flame  ? 
"  Will  harpy  H-~ e,  from  his  mould'ring  (lore, 
w  Drag  forth  one  cheering  drachma  to  the  poor  ? 

<c  Or  H n,  unfaithful  to  the  feal, 

«c  Throw  in  one  fuffrage  for  the  public  weal  ? 
*e  Pointlefs^  all  fatire,  and  mifplac'd  its  aim, 
"  To  wound  the  bofom,  that's  obdur'd  to  fhame: 
*<  The  callous  heart  ne'er  feels  the  goad  within ; 
*c  Few  dread  the  cenfure,  who  can  dare  the  fin/* 

Tho'  on  the  culprit's  cheek  no  blufh  fhould 
glow, 
Still  let  me  mark  him  to  mankind  a  foe : 
Strike  but  the  deer,  however  flight  the  wound, 
It  ferves  at  leaft  to  drive  him  from  the  found. 
Shall  reptile  finners  frowning  juftice  fear, 
And  pageant  titles  privilege  the  peer  ? 
So  falls  the  humbler  game  in  common  fields, 
While  the  branch'd  beafl  the  royal  foreft  fhields. 

On, 

f  Earl  of  Roch«fof  j 
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On,  fatire,  then  !  purfue  thy  gen'rous  plan, 
And  wind  the  vice,  regardlefs  of  the  man. 
Rouze,  rouze  tli'  er.nobi'd  herd  for  public  fport, 
And  hunt  them  thro'  the  covert  of  a  court. 

Juft  as  the  play'r  the  mimic  portrait  draws, 
All  claim  a  right  of  cenfure  or  applaufe  : 
What  guilds  the  place-man  from  an  equal  fate, 
Who  mounts  but  actor  on  the  flage  of  ftate  ? 
Subject  alike  to  each  man's  praife  and  blame, 
Each  critic  voice  the  fiat  of  his  fame; 
Tho'  to  the  private  fome  refpect.  we  pay, 
All  public  characters  are  public  prey  : 

P— — m  and  G k,  let  the  verfe  forbear 

What  fanc~cifies  the  treafurer  or  play'r. 

Great  in  her  laurel'd  fages  Athens  fee, 
Free  flow'd  her  fatire  while  her  fons  were  free ; 
Then  purpl'd  guilt  was  dragg'd  to  public  fKamej 
And  each  ofTence  flood  flagrant  with  a  name  ; 
Polluted  ermine  no  refpedr.  could  win, 
No  hallow'd  lawn  could  fanctify  a  fin  ; 
'Till  tyrant  pow'r  ufurp'd  a  lawlefs  rule  : 
Then  facred  grew  the  titled  knave  and  fool  ; 
Then  penal  ftatutes,  aw'd  the  poignant  fon; 
And  Haves  were  taught  that  kings  can  do 


'&» 


no  wrong 

Guilt  ftill  is  guilt,  to  me,  in  fiave  or  king, 
Fetter'd  in  cells,  or  garter'd  in  the  ring  j 

And 
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And  yet  behold  how  various  the  reward, 

Wild  falls  a  felon,  f  W e  mounts  a  lord. 

The  little  knave  the  law's  laft  tribute  pays, 
While  crowns  around  the  great  one's  chariot  blaze. 
Blaze  meteors,  blaze  !  to  me  is  ftill  the  fame, 
The  cart  of  juftice  and  the  coach  of  fhame. 

Say,  what's  nobility,  ye  gilded  train? 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guilt  fuftain  ? 
Blooms  the  form  fairer,  if  the  birth  be  high  ; 
Or  takes  the  vital  dream  a  richer  dye  ? 
What !  tho'  a  long  patrician  line  ye  claim, 
Are  noble  fouls  entail'd  upon  a  name  ? 
Anftis  may  ermine  out  the  lordly  earth, 
Virtue's  the  herald  that  proclaims  its  worth. 

Hence  mark  the  radiance  of  a  Stanhope's  ftar, 

And  glow-worm  glitter  of  thine  D r  : 

Ignoble  fplendor  !   that  but  fhines  to  all, 
The  humble  badge  of  a  court  hofpital. 
Let  lofty  L — r  wave  his  nodding  plume, 
.Boaft  all  the  blufning  honours  of  the  loom, 
Refplendent  bondage  no  regard  can  bring, 
'Tis  Methuen's  heart  muft  dignify  the  firing. 

Vice  levels  all,  however  high  or  low ; 
And  all  the  diff'rence  but  confiits  in  fhow. 

Who 


•f  Tho'  the  perfen  here  meant,  has  indeed  paid  the  debt  of 
nature,  yet,  as  he  left  that  of  juftice  uniatisfy'd,  the  author  ap- 
prehends that  the  public  are  indifputablj  entitled  to  the  affets  of 
his  reputation. 
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Who  afks  an  alms,  or  fupplicates  a  place, 
Alike  is  beggar,  tho'  in  rags  or  lace  : 
Alike  his  country's  fcandal  and  its  curfe, 
Who  vends  a  vote,  or  who  purloins  a  purfe  ; 
Thy  gamblers  Bridewell,  and  St.  J — s's  bites, 
The  rooks  of  Mordington's,  and  fharks  at  White's, 

"  Why  will  you  urge,   Eugenio  cries,  your 
fate  ? 
"  Affords  the  town  no  fins  but  fins  of  ftate  ? 
<c  Perches  vice  only  on  the  court's  high  hill  ? 
*c  Or  yields  life's  vale  no  quarry  for  the  quill  ?  " 
Manners,  like  fafhions,  ftillfrom  courts  defcend, 
And  what  the  great  begin,  the  vulgar  end. 
If  vicious  then  the  mode,  correct  it  here  ; 
He  faves  the  peafant,  who  reforms  the  peer. 
What  Hounflow  knight  would  ftray  from  ho* 

nour's  path, 
If  guided  by  a  brother  of  the  B— h  ? 

Honour's  a  miflrefs  all  mankind  purfue ; 
Yet  moft  miftake  the  falfe  one,  for  the  true : 
Lur'd  by  the  trappings,  dazzl'd  by  the  paint, 
We  worfhip  oft  the  idol  for  the  faint. 
Courted  by  all,  by  few  the  fair  is  won, 
Thofe  lofe  who  feek   her,  and  thole  gain  whfl 

fhun  : 
Naked  me  flics  to  merit  in  diflrefs, 
And  leaves  to  courts  the  garnifh  of  her  drefs. 

The 


t    95    ) 

The  million'd  merchant  feeks  her  in  his  gold  ; 
In  fchools  the  pedant,  and  in  camps  the  bold  ; 
The  courtier  views  her  with  admiring  eyes, 
Flutter  in  ribbands,  or  in  titles  rife  ; 
Sir  Epicene  enjoys  her  in  his  plume  ; 
M — d  in  the  learned  wainfcot  of  a  room  : 
By  various  ways,  all  woo  the  modeft  maid  ; 
Yet  lofe  the  fubftance,  grafping  at  the  fhade. 

Who,    fmiling,    fees  not  with  what  various 
ftrife, 
Man  blindly  runs  the  giddy  maze  of  life  ? 
To  the  fame  end,  ftill  difPrent  means  employs, 
This  builds  a  church,  a  temple  that  deftroys  ; 
Both  anxious  to  obtain  a  deathlefs  name, 
Yet  erring,  both  miftake  report  for  fame. 

Report,  tho'  vulture-like  the  name  it  bear, 
Drags  but  the  carrion  carcafs  thro*  the  air ; 
While  fame,  Jove's  nobler  bird,  fuperior  flies, 
And,  foaring,  mounts  the  mortal  to  the  fkies. 
So  f  Richard's  name  to  diftant  ages  borne, 
Unhappy  Richard  ftill  is  Britain's  fcorn  : 
Be  Edward's  wafted  on  fame's  eagle  wing, 
Each  patriot  mourns  the  long  departed  king ; 

Yet  thine,  O  Edward  !  fhall  to 's  yield, 

And  Dettingen  eclipfe  a  CrefTy's  Held. 

Thro* 

f  Richard  the  ad. 
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,Thro'  life's  wild  ocean,  who  would  fafely  roam, 
And  bring  the  golden  fleece  of  glory  home, 
Miift  heedful  fhun  the  barking  Scylla's  roar,    ■ 
And  fell  CharyhdW  all-devouring  fhore ; 
With  fteady  helm  an  equal  courfe  fupport, 
'Twixt  faction's  rocks,  and  quickfands  of  a  court ; 
By  virtue's  beacon  Hill  direct  his  aim, 
Thro'  honour's  channel  to  the  port  of  fame. 

Yet,  on  this  fea,  how  all  mankind  are  toft, 
For  one  that's  fav'd,  what  multitudes  are  loft  ! 
Mifguided  by  ambitions  treach'rous  light, 
Thro'  want  of  (kill,  few  make  the  harbour  right. 

Hence  mark  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendfhip, 

fame, 
For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  name  ! 
Whence  dwells  fuch  fyren  mufic  in  a  word, 
Or  founds  not  Brutus  noble  as  my  lord? 
Tho'  cor'nets,  P — y,  blazon  on  thy  plate, 
Adds  the  bafe  mark  one  fcruple  to  its  weight  ?     . 
Tho'  founds  patrician,  fwell  thy  name,  O  S — ds ! 
Stretches  one  acre  thy  plebeian  lands  ? 
Say,  the  proud  title  meant  to  plume  the  fon, 
Why    gain  by  guilt,    what  virtue   might  hav* 

won  ? 

Vain  (hall  the  fon  his  herald  honours  trace, 
Whofe  parent  peer's  but  patriot  in  difgrace. 

Vain 
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Vain,  on  the  folemn  head  of  hoary  age, 
Totters  the  mitre,  if  ambitions  rage, 
To  mammon  pow'r,  the  hallow'd  heart  incline, 
And  titles  only  mark  the  prieft  divine. 
Bleil  race  !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
Eafe  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains  ; 
For  you  the  earth  unlabour'd  treafure  yields, 
And  the  rich  fheaves  fpontaneous  crown  the  fields; 
No  toilfom  dews  pollute  the  rev'rend  brow 5 
Each  holy  hand  unharden'd  by  the  plow; 
Still  burftthefacred  garners  with  their  ftore, 
And  flails,  unceafing,  thunder  on  the  floor. 

O  bounteous  heav'n  !  yet  heav'n  how  feldom 
fhares, 
The  titheful  tribute  of  the  prelate's  pray'rs  ! 
Loft  to  the  flail,  in  S — s  ftill  they  nod, 
And  all  the  monarch  fteals  them  from  the  god ; 
Thy  praifes,  B-w-k,  every  bread  infpire, 
The  throne  their  altar,  and  the  court  their  choir; 
Here  earlier  incenfe  they  devoutly  bring, 
Here  everlafting  hallelujahs  fing  ; 

Thou  !  only  thou  !  almighty  to tranjlate^ 

Thou  their  great  golden  deity  of  ftate. 

Who  feeks  on  merit's  (lock  to  graft  fuccefs, 
In  vain  invokes  the  ray  of  pow'r  to  blefs ; 
The  item,  too  ftubborn  for  the  courtly  foil, 
With  barren  branches  mocks  the  virtuous  toil. 

H  More 
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More  pliant  plants  the  royal  regions  fuit, 
Where  knowledge  ftill  is  held  forbidden  fruit '• 
'Tis  thefe  alone  the  kindly  nurture  fhare, 
And  all  Hefperia's  golden  treafures  bear. 

Let  folly  ftill  be  fortune's  fondling  heir, 
And  fcience  meet  a  ftep-dame  in  the  fair. 
Let  courts,  like  fortune,  difinherit  fenfe, 
And  take  the  idiot  charge  from  providence. 
The  idiot-head,  the  cap  and  bells  may  fit, 
But  how  difguife  a  L n  and  P — t  ? 

O  '•  once  lov'd  youths !  Britannia's  blooming 
hope, 
Fair  freedom's  twins,  and  once  the  theme  of  Pope; 
What  wond'ring  fenates  on  your  accents  hung, 
E'er  flatt'ry's  poifon  chill'd  the  patriot  tongue  ; 
Rome's  facred  thunder  awes  no  more  the  ear, 
J3ut  p m  fmiles,  who  trembled  once  to  hear. 

Say,  whence  this  change,    lefs  galling  is  the 
chain, 

Tho'  W— e,  C 1,  or  a  P— m  reign  ? 

If  S — s  ftill  the  poifoner's  bane  imbibe, 
And  ev'ry  palm  grows  callows  with  the  bribe. 
If  fev'n  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice, 
While  freedom  mourns  her  long  defrauded  choice 5 
If  juftice  waves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand, 
And  the  red  locuft  rages  thro'  the  land. 

Sunk 
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Sunk  in  thefe  bonds,  to  Britain  what  avails, 
Who  wields  her  fwords,  or  balances  her  fcales. 
Veer  round  the  compafs,  change  to  change  fuc- 

ceed, 
Bv  every  fon,  the  mother  now  muft  bleed  : 
Vain  all  her  holts,  on  foreign  mores  array'd, 
Tho'  loft  by  W— h,  or  preferv'd  by  W— e. 
Fleets  once  which  fpread  thro'  diftant  worlds  her 

name, 
Now  ride  inglorious  trophies  of  her  fhame  ;  f 
While  fading  laurels  fhade  her  drooping  head, 
And   mark  her  Burleighs,  Blakes,  and  Marlbros 

dead! 

Such  were  thy  fons,  O  happy  ifle  !  of  old, 
In  counfel  prudent,  and  in  action  bold  : 
Now  view  a  P — m  puzzling  o'er  thy  fate, 
Loft  in  the  maze  of  a  perplex'd  debate  : 

And  fage  N e,  with  fraternal  (kill, 

Guard  the  nice  conduct  of  a  nation's  quill. 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  coward  hand, 
Tho'  bold  rebellion  half  fubdue  the  land ; 
While  ocean's  God,  indignant,  wrefts  again 
The  long  deputed  trident  of  the  main.  X 

H  2  Sleep 

•f*  Alluding  to  the  ever-memorable  No-Fight  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean : As  the  nation  was  unluckily  the  only  victim  on  that 

occafion,  the  lenity  of  our  aquarian  judicature  has,  I  think,  evi- 
dently proved,  that  a  court-martial  and  a  martial-cozcrt  are  by  no 
means  fynonimous  terms. 

%  The  reader  will  eafily  conclude  thefe  lines  were  written  be- 
fore our  worthy  admirals  Anfon  and  Warren  had  fo  eminently 
i.i  the  fcrvice  of  tbeix  country. 
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Sleep  our  lafl  heroes  in  the  filent  tomb  ? 
Why  fpring  no  future  worthies  from  the  womb  ? 
Not  nature  fure,  fince  nature's  ftill  the  fame, 
But  education  bars  the  road  to  fame. 
Who  hopes  for  wifdom's  crop  muft  till  the  foul, 
And  virtue's  early  leiTon  mould  controul  : 
To  the  young  breaft,  who  valour  would  impart, 
Muft  plant  it  by  example  in  the  heart. 

Ere  Britain  fell  to  mimic  modes  a  prey, 
And  took  the  foreign  polijh  of  our  day, 
Train'd  to  the  martial  labours  of  the  field, 
Our  youth  were  taught  the  many  fpear  to  wield  ; 
In  Halcyon  peace,  beneath  whofe  downy  wings' 
The  merchant  fmiles,  and  lab'ring  peafant  fings. 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  caufe, 
Direct  her  counfels,  and  defend  her  laws : 
Hence  a  long  race  of  ancient  worthies  rofe, 
Adorn'd  the  land,  and  triumph'd  o'er  our  foes. 

Ye  facred  fhades  ;  who  thro'  th'  Elyfian  grove 
With  Rome's  fam'd  chiefs,  and  Grecian  fage 

rove, 
Blum  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace, 
Each  fopling  heir  now  marks  his  fire's  difgrace;; 
An  embrio  breed  !  of  fuch  a  doubtful  frame, 
You  fcarce  could  know  the  fex  but  by  the  name 
Fraught  with  the  native  follies  of  his  home, 
Torn  from  the  nurfe,  the  babe  of  birth  muft  roani 

Thrc 
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Thro'  foreign  climes,   exotic  vice  explore, 
And  cull  each  weed,  regardlefs  of  the  flow'r  ; 
Proud  of  thy  fpoils,  O  Italy  and  France  ! 
Thefoft  enenate  drain,  and  cap'ring  dance  ; 
From  Sequan's  ftreams,  and  winding  banks  of  Po, 
He  comes,  ye  Gods  !  an  all-accomplim'd  beau  I 
Unhumaniz'd  in  drefs,  with  cheek  fo  wan  ! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man  : 
Great  judge  of  arts !   o'er  toilets  now  prefides, 
Corrects  our  fafhions,  or  an  opera  guides  ; 
From  tyrant  Handel  rends  th'  imperial  bay, 
And  guards  the  magna  charta  of  — fol-fa. 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtue  dwells  no  more, 
See  liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  fhore, 
Pruning  her  pinions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height 
The  gcddefs  ftands,  and  meditates  her  flight; 
Now  fpreads  her  wings,  unwilling  yet  to  fly, 
Again  o'er  Britain  calls  a  pitying  eye  ; 
Loth  to  depart,  methinks  I  hear  her  fay, 
<c  IVby  urge  me  thus,  ungrateful  Ifle,  away  \ 
P  For  you,  I  left  Achaia's  happy  plains, 
"  For  you  refign'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains  ; 
"  Here  fondly  fix'd  my  lait.  lov'd  favourite  feat, 
"  And  'midft    the   mighty   nations    made    thee 

great; 
"  IVby  urge  me  then,  ungrateful  Ifle,  azvay  /" 
Again  Aie  %hing  fays,  or  feems  to  fay. 

H3  O! 
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O  Stanhope  \  f  lkill'd  in  every  moving  art* 
That  charms  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heart  \ 
Be  your's  the  tafk,  the  goddefs  to  retain, 
And  call  her  parent  virtue  back  again ; 
Improve  your  power,  a  finking  land  to  fave, 
And  vindicate  the  fervant  from  the  flave  : 
O  !  teach  the  vaiTal  courtier  how  to  fhare 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray'r  : 
Like  Latium's  J  Genius  ftera  thy  country's  doom, 
And,  tho'  a  Caefar  finile,  remember  Rome  -3 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  place ^ 
And  prove  at  leaft  one  flatefman  may  have  grace* 

f   Earl  of  Chenerfield.  J  Brutus. 


THE    STATE    DUNCES. 

INSCRIBED    TO    MR.    POPE. 
BY    THE    SAME. 


I  from  my  foul  fincerely  hate 

Both and  M 5  of  ftatc.  Swift. 


"\\T H I L E  cringing  crowds  at  faithlefs  levees 

wait, 
Fond  to  be  fools  of  fame,  or  ilaves  of  ftate, 
And  others,  ftudious  to  encreafe  their  ftore, 
Plough  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore ; 

How 
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How  bleft  thy  fate  whom  calmer  hours  attend, 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend  ; 
While  in  thy  Twick'nham  bow'rs  devoid  of  care, 
You  feaft  the  fancy,  and  enchant  the  ear ; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  filver  tide  along, 
And  the  charm'd  Naiads  liften  to  thy  fong. 

Here  peaceful  pafs  the  gentle  hours  away, 
While  tuneful  fcience  meafures  out  the  day  ! 
Here  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead, 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  or  flow'ry  mead  ! 
Sound  the  rough  clangour  of  tumultuous  war,  f 
Or  fing  the  ravifl^d  tendrils  of  the  fair  !% 
Now  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  flow, 
And  wake  our  fighs  with  Eloifa's  woe.  || 
But  chief  to  dulnefs  ever  foe  decreed, 
The  apes  of  fcience  with  thy  fatire  bleed  ;  § 
P — rs,  poets,  panders,  mingle  in  the  throng, 
Smart  with  thy  touch,  and  tremble  at  thy  fong  ff. 

Yet  vain,  O  Pope  !  is  all  thy  marpefl  rage, 
Still  ftarv'ling  dunces  perfecute  the  age  ; 
Faithful  to  folly,  or  enrag'd  with  fpite, 
Still  tajlelefs  Timons  build,  and  Tibbalds  write; 
||  ||  Still  Welftead  tunes  his  beer  infpired  lays, 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  howls  forth  Stanhope's  praife: 
K  4  Ah  ! 

f  Homer.         \  Rape  of  the  lock.  |j  Eloifa  to  Abe'arJ. 

|  Dunciad.  f  Epiftles. 

HI!  Still  Welftead,  and   Ralph)    Two   authors,  remarkable  for 

nothing  fo  mach  as  th-  figure  they  make  In  the  tkneiad,    v  here 

Mr. 
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All  !  haplefs  victim  to  the  poet's  flame, 
While  his  eulogiums  crucify  thy  fame. 

Shall  embrio  wits  thy  fludious  hours  engage, 
Live  in  thy  labours,  and prophane  thy  page; 
While  virtue,  ever-lov'd,  demands  thy  lays, 
And  claims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  praife  ? 
Can  Pope  be  filent,  and  not  grateful  lend 
One  flrain  to  fing  the  patriot  and  the  friend; 
Who  nobly  anxious  in  his  country's  caufe, 
Maintains  her  honours,  and  defends  her  laws  ? 
Gould  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raife, 

Then  would  I  fing for  oh  !   1  burft  to  praife  : 

Sing  how  aPult'ney  charms  the  lift'iiing  throng. 
While  fenates  hang  enraptur'd  on  his  tongue; 
With  Tully's  fire  how  each  oration  glows, 
In  Tully's  mufic,  how  each  period  flows  ! 
Initrucl  each  babe  to  lifp  the  patriot's  name, 
Who  in  each  bofom  breathes  a  Roman  flame. 

So  when  the  genius  of  the  Roman  age 
S:em'd  the  ftrong  torrent  of  tyrannic  rage, 
In  freedom's  caufe  each  glowing  breaft  he  warm'd, 
And  like  a  Pult'ney,  then  a  Brutus  charm'd. 

How 

Mr.  Pope  has  condefcended  to  drag  them  from  obfeurity,  and 
damn  them  with  immortality ;  yet  they  have  both  ventured  out  in 
print  iince  they  were  entered  dunces  on  record  ;  the  one  in  a  few 
bad  veries  againft  Mr.  Pope's  tafte,  the  other  in  a  dull  epiftle  to 
lord  Chejlerfidd;  but  both  thefe  pieces  are  entirely  loft  to  fame  and 
memory,  as  their  authors  are  to  modefty  and  common  fenfe. 
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How  bleft,  while  we  a  Britifo  Brutus  fee, 
And  all  the  Roman  {lands  confeft  in  thee  ! 
Equal  thy  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doom, 
To  fave  Britannia  as  he  refcu'd  Rome  ; 
He  from  a  Tarquin  fnatch'd  the  deftin'd  prey, 
Britannia  frill  laments  a  W 's  fway. 

Arife,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thus  in  vain 
Let  thy  Britannia,  whom  thou  lov'ft,  complain  : 
If  thou  in  moanful  lays  relate  her  woe, 
Each  heart  mail  bleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow ; 
If  to  revenge  you  iwell  the  founding  ftrain, 
Revenge  and  fury  fire  each  Britifh  fwain  : 
Obfequious  to  thy  verfe  each  breaft  lha.ll  move, 
Or  burn  with  rage,  or  ibften  into  love. 

O  let  Britannia  be  her  poe.'s  care  \ 
And  la£h  the  /poller,  while  you  fave  the  fair. 
Lo  !  where  he  ftands  amidft  the  fervi/e  ct\w  ; 
Nor  blufhes  ftain  his  cheek  with  crimfon  hue, 
While  dire  corruption  all  around  he  fpreads, 
And  ev'ry  ducli/e  conference  captive  leads  : 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  behold  the  venal  band, 
Worfhip  the  idol  they  coulJ  once  command  : 
So  Britain's  now,  as  Judah's  fons  before, 
Firfl  raife  a  golden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

Let  dull  Parnaffiac  fons  of  rhime,  no  more 
Provoke  thy  fatire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r ; 
New  objects  rife  to  fliare  an  equal  fate, 
The  big,  rich,  mighty,  dunces  of  the  fate. 

Shall 


[     106    ] 

Shall  Ralphs  Ccckey  JVel/lead,  then  engrofs  thy  rage, 

While  courts  afford  a  H ,  Y ,  or  G ; 

Dulnefs  no  more  rods  only  near  the  (ky, 
But  fenates,  drawing-roo?ns,  witfi  garrets  vye; 
Plump  p — rs,  and  beardlefs  bards  alike  are  dull, 
St.  James's  and  Rag-fair,  club  fool  for  fool. 

Amidft  the  mighty  dull^  behold  how  great 
An  Appius  fwells  the  Tibbald  of  the  fkte  ; 
Lono-  had  he  ftrove  to  fpend  his  lawlefs  fway 
O'er  Britain's  fons,  and  force  them  to  obey; 
But  blafted  all  his  blooming  hopes,  he  flies 
To  vent  his  woe,  and  mourn  his  loft  ex — -fe, 

Penfive  he  (it,  and  figh'd,  while  round  him  lay 
Loads  of  dull  lumber,  all  infpir'd  by  pay  : 
Here,  puny  pamphlets,  fpun  from  prelates  brains, 
There  the  fmooth  jingle  of  Cook's  lighter  ftrains  ; 
Here,  Walfingham's  foft  lulling  opiates  fpicad  ; 
There  gloomy  Ofborn's  quinteffence  of  lead  : 
With  thefe  the  fate/man  ftrove  to  eafe  his  care, 
To  footh  his  forrows,  and  divert  defpair  ; 
But  long  his  grief  fleep's  gentle  aid  denies, 
At  length  a  fiumb'rous  Briton  clos'd  his  eyes. 

Yet  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  reft, 
To  chafe  his  woe,  or  eafe  his  lab'ring  breaft; 
Now  frightful  forms  rife  hideous  to  his  view, 
More,  Strafford,  Laud,  and  all  the  headlefs  crew ; 
Daggers  and  halters  boding,  terror  breeds, 
And  here  a  Dudley  fwings,  there  Villers  bleeds. 

Now 
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Now  go&fefe  dulnefs,  watchful  o'er  his  fate, 
And  ever  anxious  for  her  child  of  ftate, 
From  couch  of  down,  flow  rais'd  her  drowfy  head, 
Forfook  her  numbers,  and  to  Appius  fped. 


Awake,  my  fon,  awake,  the  goddefs  cries,    «% 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  darling  loft  ex—fe ;  ? 

( Here  the  fad  found  unfeal'd  theftatefman's  eyes)  ■* 
Why  (lumbers  thus  my  fon,  oppreft  with  care, 
While  duhcfs  rules,  fay,  fhall  her  fons  defpair  ? 
O'er  all  I  fpread  my  univerfal  fway, 
K — gs,  P — tes,  P — rs,  and  rulers  all  obey  : 
Lo  !  in  the  church  my  mighty  pow'r,  I  fhew, 
In  pulpit  preach,  and  {lumber  in  the  pew ; 
The  bench  and  bar  alike  my  influence  owns, 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there  doze  my  drones. 
In  the  grave  dons,  how  formal  is  my  mien, 
Who  rule  the  gallipots  of  Warwick-lane : 
At  court  behold  me  ftrut  in  purple-pride, 
At  Hockley  roar,  and  in  Crane-court  prefide. 
But  chief  in  thee,  my  mighty  pow'r  is  feen, 
'Tis  I  infpire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien  ; 
On  thee,  my  child,  my  duller  bleflings  (hed, 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fav'rite  head  ; 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  fate, 
And  led  thee  blund'ring  to  the  helm  of  ftate. 

Here  bow'd  the  ftatefman  low,  and  thus  addreft ; 
O  Goddefs,  fole  infpirer  of  my  breaft  ! 

To 
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To  gall  the  Brltijh  neck  with  Gallic  chain, 
Long  have  I  ftrove,  but  long  have  ftrove  in  vain  ; 
While  Caleb,  rebel, to  thy  facred  pow'r, 
Unveils  thofe  eyes  which  thou  haft  curtain'd  o'er ; 
Makes  Britain's  fons  my  dark  defigns  forefee, 
Elaft  all  my  fchemes,  and  ftruggle  to  be  free. 
O  had  my  projects  met  a  milder  fate, 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  bafhaw  of  the  ftate  ! 
How  o'er  Britannia  fpread  my  'mperial  fvvay  ! 
How  taught  each  free-born  Briton  to  obey  ! 
No  fmiling  freedom  then  had  cheer'd  her  fwains, 
But  Afia's  defarts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains  : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain,  then  compar'd  with  thee, 
Had  hugg'd  their  chains,  and  joy'd  that  they  were 

free ; 
While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  feen 
Me  rife  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin  : 
Then  had  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore, 
Then  led  her  captive  to  my  lawlefs  pow'r. 
Methinks  I  view  her  now  no  more  appear 
Firft  in  the  train,  and  faireft  'midft  the  fair; 
Joylefs  I  fee  the  lovely  mourner  lye, 
Nor  glow  her  cheek,  nor  fparkle  now  her  eye ; 
Faded  each  grace,  no  fmiling  feature  warm; 
Torn  all  her  treiles,  blighted  ev'ry  charm  ; 
Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  valley  crowns, 
Slaves  are  her  fons,  and  tradelefi  all  her  towns. 
For  this,  behold  yon  peaceful  army  fed  ; 
For  this,  on  jh:ates  fee  my  bounty  fhed  : 

For 
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For  this,  what  wonders,  goddefs,  have  I  wrought ! 
How  bully'd,  begg'd,  how  treated,  and  how  fought; 
What  wand'ringmaze  of  error  blunder'd  thro', 
And  howrepair'd  old  blunders  ftill  by  new  ! 
Hence  the  long  train  of  never-ending  jars, 
Oiwarful  peaces  y  and  of  peaceful  wars , 
Each  my/lick  treaty  of  the  mighty  ftore, 
Which  to  explain,    demands  ten  treaties  more  : 
Hence  fcarecroiv  navies ,  floating  raree-jbows, 
And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  woes. 
Thefe   wond'rous  works,    O  Goddefs,    have    I 

done, 
-Works  ever  worthy  dulnefs  fav'rite  fon. 

Lo  !  on  thy  fons  alone  my  favours  fliowV, 
None  fhare  my  bounty  that  difdain  thy  pow'r : 
Y on  feathers ,  ribbands,  titles  light  as  air, 
Behold  !    thy  choiceft  children  only  fhare ; 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes, 
And  fondly  grafps  the  vifionary  prize ; 
Now  proudly  fpreads  his  leading-firing  of  ftate, 
And  thinks  to  be  a  wretch  is  to  be  great. 

But  turn,  O  goddefs,  turn  thine  eyes,  and  view, 
The  darling  leaders  of  thy  gloomy  crew. 

Full  open-mouth'd  N- e  there  behold, 

Aping  a  Tully,  fwell  into  a. fold, 

Grievous  to  mortal  ear ; As  at  the  place 

Where  loud-tongu'd  virgins  vend  the  fcaly  race, 

Harfh 
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Harfli  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  fkies, 
And  ftunning  founds  in  hideous  difcord  rife  ; 
So  when  he  tries  thewond'rous  pow'r  ofnoife, 
Each  haplefs  ear's  a  victim  to  his  voice. 

How  bleft,  O  Chefelden  !  whofe  art  can  mend 
Thofe  ears  N e  was  ordain'd  to  rend. 

See  H n  fecure  in  filence  fit, 

No  empty  words  betray  his  want  of  wit ; 

If  fenfe  in  hiding  folly  is  exprefs'd, 

O  H n,  thy  wifdom  (lands  confefs'd. 

To  dulnefs  facred  caufe  for  ever  true, 
Thy  darling  Caledonian,  goddefs  view, 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains, 
And  faithful  leader  of  her  venal  fwains, 
Loaded  he  moves  beneath  a  fervile  weight, 
The  dull  laborious  packhorfe  of  the  ftate ; 
Drudges  thro'  tracks  of  infamy  for  pay, 
And  hackneys  out  his  confcience  by  the  day  : 
Yonder  behold  the  bufy  peerlefs  peer, 
With  afpecl  meagre  and  important  air ; 
His  form  how  Gothic,  and  his  looks  how  fage ! 
He  feems  the  living  Plato  of  his  age. 

Bleft  form  !  in  which  alone  thy  merit's  feen, 
Since  all  thy  wifdom  centers  in  thy  mien  ! 

Here  E ,  A — b le  (forfenates  fit) 

And  — by  the  wife  in  council  fit : 
Here  Looby  G — n,  Gr — m  ever  dull, 
By  birth  afenator,  by  fate  a/—/. 

While 
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While  thefe,  Britannia,  watchful  o'er  thy  flate, 
Maintain  thine  honours,  and  direct  thy  fatel 
How  mall  admiring  nations  round  adore, 
Behold  thy  grcatnefs,  tremble  at  thv  pow'r. 
How  Sheba's  come,  invited  by  thy  fame, 
Revere  thy  wifdom,  and  extol  thy  name  ! 

Lo  !  to  yon  bench  now,  goddefs,  turn  thine  eyes, 
And  view  thy  fons  in  folemn  dulnefs  rife, 
All  doating,  wrinkled,  grave,  and  gloomy,  fe© 
Each  form  confefs  thy  dull  divinity ; 
True  to  thy  caufe,  behold  each  trencher }d j "age 
Increas'd  in  folly,  as  advanc'd  in  age  : 

Here  Ch r,  learn'd  in  myftic  prophecy, 

Confuting  Collins,  makes  each  prophet  lie  : 
Poor  Woolfton  by  thy  Smallbrook  there  afTail'd, 
Gaols  fure  convinced  him,  tho'  the  prelate  fail'd. 

But  chief  Paftorius,  ever  grave  and  dull, 
Devoid  of  fenfe,  of  zeal  divinely  full, 
Retails  his  fquibsof  fcience  o'er  the  town, 
While  charges,  pajl'rals,  thro'  each  ftreet  refound^ 
Thefe  teach  a  heav'nly  Jefus  to  obey, 
While  thofe  maintain  an  earthly  Appius'  fway. 
Thy  gofpel  truth,  Paftorius,  croft,  J  we  fee 
While  God  and  mammon 's  ferv'd  at  once  by  thee. 

Who 

\  A  prelate  noted  for  writing  fpiritual  paftorals  and  temporal 
charges  j  in  the  or.e  he  endeavours  to  f^rve  the  caufe  o;  chri- 
Alanity,  in  the  ether,  the  mammon  of  a  miniftry. 
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Who  would  not  trim,  fpeak,  vote,  or  conference 
pawn, 
To  lord  it  o'er  a  fee,  and  fwell  in  lawn  ? 

If  arts  like  thefe,  O  S k,  honours  claim, 

Than  thee  none  merits  more  the  prelate's  name  : 
Wond'ring  behold  him  faithful  to  his  fee, 
Proves  parliaments  dependent  to  be  free ; 
In  fenates  blunder,  flounder,  and  difpute, 
For  ever  reas'ning,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree, 
Say  what  is  reputation  to  a.  fee? 

Lo  !  o'er  yon  flood  H — e  cait  his  low'ring  eyes, 
Andwifhful  fees  the  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
While  Lambeth  opens  to  thy  longing  view, 
Haplefs  !  the  mitre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow  : 
Tho'  courts  fhould  deign  the  gift,  how  wond'rous 
hard 
Ey  thy  own  doclrines  flill  to  be  debar'd  ; 
For  if  from  change  f  fuch  mighty  evils  fprings, 
Tranflations  fure,  O  H — e  !  are  finful  things. 

Thefe  rulers  fee,  and  namelefs  numbers  more, 
O  goddefs,  of  thy  train  the  choicefl  {lore, 
Who  ignorance  in  gravity  entrench, 
And  grace  alike  the  pulpit  and  the  bench. 

Full  plac'd  and  penfion'd  fee  H — r — o  (lands  ; 
Begrim'd  his  face,  unpurify'd  his  hands  $ 

To 

■f-  A  noted  fcrmon  preached  on.  the  30th  of  January  on  this  text, 
Woe  be  unto  them  that  are  given  to  change,   &c. 
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To  decency  he  fcorns  all  nice  pretence, 
And  reigns  firm  foe  to  cleanlinefs  and  fenfe. 
How  did  H — r — o  Britain's  caufe  advance  I 
How  fhine  the  Jlsven  and  buffoon  of  France* 
In  fenates  now,  how  fcold,  how  rave,  how  roar, 
Of  treaties  run  the  tedious  train-trow  o'er  ! 
How  blunder  out  whate'er  fhould  be  conceal'd, 
And  how  keep  fecret  what  {hould  be  reveal 'd  ! 
True  child  of  dulnefs  !   fee  him,  goddefs,  claim 
Pow'r  next  myfelf,  as  next  in  birth  and  fume. 


sn 


ilence  !  ye  fenates,  while  enribban'd  Y- 


Pours  forth  melodious  nothings  from  his  tongue  ! 
How  fweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
Form'd  of  fmooth  periods,  and  of  well-tun'd  air  ! 

Leave,  gentle  Y e,  the  fenate's  dry  debate. 

Nor  labour  'midft  the  labyrinths  of  flate  ; 
Suit  thy  foft  genius  to  more  tender  themes, 
And  fing  of  cooling  (hades,  and  purling  ftreams  ; 
With  modern  fing-fong  murder  ancient  plays  f, 
Or  warble,  in  fweet  ode  a  Brunfwick's  praife  ; 
So  fhall  thy  drains  in  purer  dulnefs  flow, 
And  laurels  wither  on  a  C — bb — r's  brow. 
Sav,  can  the  flatefman  wield  the  poet's  quill, 
And  quit  the  fenate  for  ParnafTus'  hill  ? 

I  Since 

-f-  This  gentleman,  with  the  afiiftance  of  Rcome,  Concanen, 
and  feveral  others,  committed  a  barbarous  murder  on  the  body 
of  an  old  comedy,  by  turning  into  a  modern  ballad  opera  j 
which  was  fcarce  exhibited  on  the  ftage,  before  it  was  thought 
neceffarvto  be  contracted  into  one  act. 
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Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  penfion  fhares, 
Nor  wants  Apollo  lords  commiiiioners. 

There  W and  P ,  goddefs  view, 

Firm  in  thy  caufe,  and  to  thy  Appius  true  : 
Lo  !  from  their  labours  what  reward  betides  ! 
One  pays  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

To  dance,  drefs,  fing,  and  ferenade  the  fair, 
$  Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair, 
O'er  baleful  tea  with  females  taught  to  blame, 
And  fpread  a  flander  o'er  a  virgin's  fame; 

Form'd  for  thefe  fofter  airs  {hall  H ey  ftraki 

With  ftubborn  politicks  his  tender  brain  ! 
For  minifters  laborious  pamphlets  write, 
In  fenates  prattle,  and  with  patriots  fight ! 
Thy  fond  ambition,  pretty  youth,  give  o'er, 
Prefide  at  balls,  old  fafnions  loft  reftore ; 
Sofnall  each  toilet  in  thy  caufe  engage, 
And  H ^ey  mine  a  P re  of  the  age. 

Behold  a  flar  emblazon  C n's  coat, 

Not  that  the  knight  has  merit,    but  a  vote. 
And  here,  O  goddefs,  num'rous  wrongheads  trace, 
Lur'd  by  a  ptnfion,  ribband y  or  a  place. 

To  murder  fcience,  and  my  caufe  defend, 
Now  fhoals  of  Grub-ftreet  Garreteers  defcend ; 

From 

t  As  this  is  the  only  living  inftance  of  the  furprizing  genius 
(jid  abilities  cf  thefc  wits,  I  coulJ  not.  forbear  mentioning  it. 
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Tromfchools  and  dejks  the  writing  infects  crawl, 
Unlade  their  dulnefs,  and  for  Appius  bawl. 

Lo  !  to  thy  darling  Ofborne  turn  thine  eyes, 
See  him  o'er  politics  {uperior  rife ; 
While  Caleb  feels  the  venom  of  his  quill, 
And  wondering  minifters  reward  his  (kill  : 
Unlearn'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rule^ 

And  proves  himfelf  in  fvllogifm a  fool  $ 

Now  flies  obedient,  war  with  fenfetowage^ 
And  drags  th'  idea  through  the  painful  page  : 
Unread,  unanfwer'd,  ftill  he  writes  again, 
Still  fpins  the  endlefs  cobweb  of  his  brain  ; 
Charm'd  with  each  line,  reviewing  what  he  writ, 
BlefTes  his  ftars,  and  wonders  at  his  wit. 


1 


Norlefs,  OWalfingham,  thy  worth  appears 
Alike  in  merit,  tho'  unlike  in  years  : 
111  fated  youth  !  what  ftars  malignant  fhed 
Their  baneful  influence  o'er  thy  brainlefs  head. 
Doom'd  to  be  ever  writing,  never  read  • 
For  bread  to  libel  liberty  and  fenfe, 
And  damn  thy  patron  weakly  with  defence. 
Drench'd  in  the  fable  flood,  O  hadft  thou  ftill 
O'er  (kins  of  parchment  drove  thy  venal  quill, 
At  Temple  alehoufe  told  an  idle  tale, 
And  pawn'd  thy  credit  for  a  mug  of  ale; 
Unknown  to  Appius  then  had  been  thy  name, 
Unlac'd  thy  coat,  unfacrihVd  his  fame ; 

I  2  Nor 
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Nor  vafr  unvended  reams  would  Peele  deplore. 
As  victims  deflin'd  to  the  common-more. 

As  dunce  to  dunce  in  endiefs  numbers  breed, 
So  to  Concanen  fee  a  Ralph  fucceed, 
A  tiny  witling  of  thefe  writing  days, 
Full  fam'd  for  tunelefs  rhimes,  andihort-liv'd  plays : 
Write  on  my  luckkfs  bard,  Hill  unafnam'd, 
Tho'  burnt  thy  journals,  and  thy  dramas  damn'd  ; 
'Tis  bread  infpires  thy  politicks  and  lays, 
Not  third  of  Immortality  or  praife. 

Thefe,  goddefs,  view  the  choicer!  of  thy  train, 
While  yet  unnumber'd  dunces  ftill  remain, 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bards,  a  motley  crew, 
To  dulnefs  faithful,   as  to  Appius  true. 

Enough,  the  goddefs  cries,  enough  I've  feen, 
While  thefe  fupport,  fecure  my  fonfhall  reign. 
Still  fhalt  thou  blund'ring  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
Still  Grubftreet  hail  thee  minijler  ofjlate. 


HIT   OR  MISS,  LUCK'S  ALL. 

r\LD  J ,  to  fhow  his  moft  elegant  tafte, 

In  improving  his  gardens,  purloin'd  from  the 
wafte  ; 
Bid  his  gardener  one  day  to  open  his  views 
By  cutung  a  couple  of  grand  avenues. 

No 
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No  particular  profpect  his  lordfhip  Intended, 
But  left  it  to  chance  how  his  walk   fliould   be 

ended. 
With  a  tranfport  and  joy  he  beheld  his  view  end 
In  a  favourite  profpeet,  a  church  that  was  ruin'd. 
But  alas  !  what  a  fight  did  the  next  cut  exhibit  ? 
At  the  end  of  the  walk  hung;  a  ro2;ue  on  a  gibbet-*— 
He.  beheld  it  and  wept,  for  it  caufd  him  to  mule 

on 
Full  many  a  Campbell  who  died  with  his  fhoes 

on « 

AU  amaz'd,  and  aghaft  at  the  ominous  fcene,      *j 
He  order'd  it  quick  to  be  clos'd  up  again  ^ 

With  a  clump  of  Scotch  firs,  by  way  of  a  fcreen.  ' 


THE   SCOTS  DECREE. 

TN  Scotland  once  a  king  they  had, 

The  firft  that  there  did  reign, 
Tho'  no  man  ever  knew  his  dad, 
Yet  Fergus  was  his  name. 

This  muckle  monarch  on  a  day, 

To  (hew  his  Scottijh  pride, 
Did  to  his  nobles  proudly  fay 

As  they  Hood  by  his  fide  j 


I  3  *4  Ken 
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cc  Ken  ye  the  man,  or  king,  quo*  he, 

"So  great  or  wife  as  I  ? 
C{  His  wit  and  ftrength  I  fain  would  fee, 

"  For  I  the  world  defy/' 

His  muckle  lairds  ftood  in  amaze, 

And  durft  no  anfwer  make, 
For  fear  his  paffion  they  mould  raife, 

Aiid  he  their  craggs  fhould  break. 

But  one,  much  wifer  than  the  reft, 

Had  heard  religion's  fame, 
Told  him,  that,  he,  at  his  requefr, 

Would  tell  a  monarch's  name. 

At  which  the  haughty  monarch  rofe, 

All  fire,  like  a  true  Scot, 
Bid  him  the  fecret  then  difclofe, 

Or  he  mould  go  to  pot. 

His  name,  quo'  he,  Jehovah  is, 

The  king  of  kings  is  he, 
The  fountain  of  all  happinefs, 

The  fupreme  deity. 

«  De'ii  fau  me,  if  e'er  I  heard 

"  Of  fike  a  king  before, 
^  Or  ever  ken'd  I  fike  a  laird, 

**  By  fea  or  on  the  fhore. 


[C  Gang 
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u  Gang  yer'eways,  gud  man,  to  that  fame  king, 

"  And  let  him  underftand, 
"  That  you  from  me  this  meiiage  bring, 

"  And  that  it's  my  command, 

u  You  tell  him,  he  acknowledge  muit, 

"  That  I'm  the  greater  laird, 
"  Or  I'll  his  cities  lay  in  dufr, 

u  His  people  put  to  th'  fward." 

This  wonder  of  the  Scottifi  court, 

Did  for  a  while  retire, 
To  ufe  his  harmlefs  rura^  fport, 

And  quench  his  monarch's  lire. 

Some  time  he  {laid,  then  came  so  court, 

And  kenn'd  was  by -the  king, 
u  Weell  man,  quo'  he,  did'it  reach  the  port? 

"  What  menage  doft  thou  bring  ? 

u  Troth  have  I,  fir,  and  thus  he  (ays, 

"  This  meliage  he  does  fend, 
"  If  you  will  love,  and  trufr  always 

"  In  him,  he'll  be  your  friend. 

<c  Do's  he,  gud  truth,  then  deel  'a  me, 

"  If  any  Scaitrjh  man, 
<c  From  this  day  e'er  his  kingdom  fee, 

il  Or  e'er  invade  his  land." 


I  4  Thus, 
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Thus,  by  a  wife  decree  at  firft,- 
The  Scotfmen  loft  their  heaven, 

But  to  employ  them,  (thus  accurs'd) 
The  itch  was  to  them  given. 


ON  THE  MODERN  PLAID-WEARERS. 

lyHAT  do  I  fee  !  ridiculoufly  clad 

Ourir  £•///#  beaus  and  belles  in  highland  plaid  ? 
The  drefs  of  rebels  !  by  our  laws  forbid  ! 
No  matter — why  fhould  friends  or  foes  be  hid  ? 
By  this  diftindlive  badge  are  traytors  fhown, 
Sure  as  free  mafons  by  their  fignals  known. 
Come  to  the  mufter,  Perkin,  take  thy  roll, 
And  of  thy  (laves  in  liv'ry  fum  the  poll. 

Yet  fay,  ye  daftards,  who  in  peaceful  days 
Look  big,  drink  healths,  andhopeatraytor'spraife, 
In  what  dark  corner  did  ye  lurk,  when  late 
To  the  laft  crifis  Edward  pufh'd  his  fate  ? 
Sculking  behind  the  laws  ye  wifh'd  to  break, 
Ye  dar'd  rifk  nothing  for  your  prince's  fake, 
Tamely  ye  faw  his  promis'd  fuccours  fail, 
And  Willianfs  arms  like  Aaron  s  rod  prevail. 
True  to  no  fide,  ye  bats  f  of  human  kind, 
Defpis'd  by  both,  for  public  fcorn  defign'd, 
Still  by  your  drefs  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
Be  Jameses  forrow,  and  be  George's  jeft. 

Eur  y  alus. 

f  Ses  JEfotfs  fables-, 

See 
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AN    EPIGRAM. 

CEE  Naitcfs  coach  along  the  village  runs, 
Drawn  by  four  fcrubs,  purfued  by  thrice  four 
duns : 
Landfkips  and  arms  adorn  the  gay  machine, 
Without  all  vanity,  all  vice  within. 
The  mob  the  gaudy  pageant  ftrikes,  they  gaze, 
And,  *  B — //,  thy  wond'rous  artprofufely  praife: 
In  difPrent  views  thy  merit  I  explore  ; 
Thy  works  furprize  me,  but  thy  faith  much  more, 

*  The  maker's  name. 


EPIGRAM, 

OCCASIONED    BY    A    GENTLEMAN'S    LOSING    FR£. 
QUENTLY  TO  LADY  H— RR— N  AT  LOO. 

WHAT  tho'  1  hold  of  trumps  a fluili, 

And  boaft  a  friend  in  pam  j 
Yet  I  dare  own  without  a  blufh, 
That  I  the  lofer  am. 

Nay  more,  this  happens  every  day, 

And  is  each  night  renew'd  ; 
For  who  with  H — rr — n  can  play, 


And  fail  of  being  hod. 


THE 
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THE  WAY  TO   BE  WISE. 

IMITATED  FROM  LA  FONTAINE. 

T)OOR  Jenny,  am'rous,  young,  and  gay, 
Having  by  man  been  led  aftray, 

To  nunn'ry  dark  retir'd  ; 
There  liv'd  and  look'd  fo  like  a  maid, 
So  feldom  eat,  fo  often  pray'd. 

She  was  by  ail  admir'd. 

The  lady  abbefs  oft  would  cry. 
If  any  fitter  trod  awry, 

Or  prov'd  an  idle  flattern  i 
<c  See  wife  and  pious  Mrs.  Jane  ; 
ct  A  life  fo  ftricl:,  fo  graye  a  mein, 

"  Is  fure  a  worthy  pattern." 

A  pert  young  flut  at  length  replies, 

«'  Experience,  madam,    makes  folks  wife, 

"  'Tis  that  has  made  her  fuch  ', 
"  And  we,  poor  fouls,  no  doubt,  ihculd  be 
cc  As  pious,  and  as  wife  as  fhe, 

"  If  we  had  ken  as  much." 


TO 
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TO  ANY  MINISTER  OR  GREAT 
MAN, 

"\  X  rHether  you  lead  the  patriot  band, 
Or  in  the  clafs  of  courtiers  ftand, 

Or  prudently  prefer 
The  middle  courfe,  with  equal  zeal 
To  ferve  both  king  and  common-weal, 

Your  grace,  my  lord,   or  fir  ! 

Know,  minifter  !  whate'er  your  plan, 
Whate'er  your  politics,  great  man, 

You  muft  expect  detra<5ti®n ; 
Though  of  clean  hand  and  honeft  heart, 
Your  greatnefs  muft  expect  to  fmart 

Beneath  the  rod  of  faction. 

Like  blockheads,  eager  in  difpute, 
The  mob,  that  many-headed  brute, 

All  bark  and  bawl  together, 
For  continental  meafures  fome 
And  fome  cry,  keep  your  troops  at  home, 

And  fome  are  pleas'd  with  neither. 

Lo !  a  militia  guards  the  land ; 
Thoufands  applaud  your  faving  hand 
And  hail  you  their  protector  \ 

While 
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While  thoufands  cenfure  and  defame, 
And  brand  you  with  the  hideous  name 
Of  ftate-quack  and  projector. 

Are  active,  vig'rous  means  preferr'd  ? 
Lord  !  what  harangues  are  hourly  heard 

Of  wafted  blood  and  treafure  I 
Then  all  for  enterprize  and  plot, 
And,  pox  o'this  unmeaning  Scot ! 

If  cautious  be  your  meafure. 

Corruption's  influence  you  defpife ; 
Thefe  lift  your  glory  to  the  fkies, 

Thofe  pluck  your  glory  down; 
So  ftrangely  difFrent  is  the  note 
Of  fcoundrels  that  have  right  to  vote, 

And  fcoundrels  that  have  none. 

Ye  then  who  guide  the  car  of  ftate 
Scorning  the  rabble's  idle  prate, 

Proceed  as  ye  oefign'd; 
In  rugged  ways,  the  reins  and  Heeds 
Alone  thefkilful  driver  heeds, 

Nor  {lays  to  cut  behind. 


ADVICE 
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ADVICE   TO   THE  MARQUIS  OF 
ROCKINGHAM. 

UPON  A  LATE  OCCASION. 
BY  AN  OLD  COURTIER. 

\\T  ELL   may  they,  Wentworth,    call  thee 

young, 
What  hear  and  feel !  fift  right  from  wrong, 

And  to  a  wretch  be  kind  ! 
Old  ftatefmen  would  reverfe  your  plan 
Sink,  in  the  minuter,  the  man 

And  be  both  deaf  and  blind  ! 

If  thus,  my  lord,  your  heart  o'erPiows, 
Know  you,  how  many  mighty  foes 

Such  weaknefs  will  create  you  ? 
Regard  not  what  Fitzhcrbert  fays, 
For  tho'  you  gain  each  good  man's  praife, 

We  older  folks  mail  hate  you. 

You  mould  have  fent,  the  ether  day, 
G k,  the  player,  with  frowns  away, 

Your  fmiles  but  made  him  bolder ; 
Why  would  you  hear  his  ftrange  appeal 
Which  dar'd  to  make  a  ftatefman  feel  ? 

I  would  that  you  were  older. 

You 
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You  mould  be  proud,  and  feem  difpleas'd, 
Or  you  for  ever  will  be  teaz'd, 

Your  boufe  with  beggars  haunted  ; 
What,   ev'ry  fuitor  kindly  us'd  ? 
If  wrong,  their  folly  is  excus'd, 

If  right,  their  fuit  is  granted. 

From  preiTing  crowds  of  great  and  fmall, 
To  free  yourfelf,  give  hopes  to  all, 

And  fail  nineteen  in  twenty  : 
What,  wound  my  honour,  break  my  word  ! 
You're  young  again. You  may,  my  lord, 

Have  precedents  in  plenty! 

Indeed,  young  ftatefman,  'twill  not  do,— 
Some  other  ways  and  means  purfue, 

More  fitted  to  your  ftation  1 
What  from  your  boyim  freaks  can  fpring  I 
fylere  toys  ! — the  favour  of  your  king, 

And  love  of  all  the  nation, 


FABLES 
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FABLES  FOR  GROWN  GENTLEMEN. 

BY    J.  H.   S.    ESQ^ 

WRITTEN   IN  MDCCLXI. 

FABLE    I. 

THE  RIVER  WITH  A  PETITION. 

A  Ccording  to  the  Romifh  creed, 

I  fpeak  of  Rome  two  thoufand  years  ago, 
The  life  that  they  fuppos'd  the  Gods  to  lead. 

You  would  not  chufe  to  undergo. 

Jupiter's  bufinefs  day  and  night, 
Was  to  attend  with  open  ears  and  eyes, 
And  to  write  down,  as  faft  as  he  could  write. 
All  the  impertinence  that  men  devife. 

Befides  mens  fopperies  and  ravings, 

The  women  had  Co  great  a  (hare, 

That  their  ablurdities  and  cravings 

Omnipotence  alone  could  bear. 

And  furthermore,  to  try  his  patience, 
He  heard  the  prayers  and  fanciful  diftreffes 

Of  all  his  children  and  relations, 

And  of  his  wife  and  his  miflrefTes. 

Once 
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Once  on  a  time,  if  you'll  believe  tradition, 

A  river  in  great  tribulation, 
To  Jupiter  prefented  a  petition, 
With  an  expoftuUting  exhortation  ; 
Whereby,  if  the  petitioner's  refus'd, 
He  has  a  right  to  think  himfelf  iil-us'd  5 
A  form  of  prayer  contriv'd  for  execution. 
Exactly  like  a  double-barrel'd  gun, 

Which  if  you  fire  with  refolution, 
You  have  another  chance  when  one  is  done, 
So  far  from  killing  two  birds  with  one. {tone, 
An  art  that's  very  little  known  ; 
All  the  petitioner  defir'd  to  do, 
Was  to  kill  one  with  two. 
Nov/  this  petition  {hew'd  how  the  petitioner, 
For  his  fidelity,  zeal,  and  devotion, 
Had  been  appointed  a  commiflioner 
Of  the  revenues  of  the  ocean, 
Which  he  collected  with  great  pains, 
And  fent  in  good  and  current  cafh, 
But,  for  his  trouble  and  clear  gains, 
The  fea  return'd  adulterated  tra{h  : 
Wherefore  he  pray'd, 
Exhorted  and  fubmitted, 
That  all  the  fums  the  ocean  paid, 
Shall  for  the  future  be  remitted, 

And  ifiued  fair, 
Without  debafement  or  impair. 
Ungrateful  Thames  !  the  God  replied, 

Without 
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Without  that  mixture  and  alloy, 
Which  the  fea  pours  into  thee  every  tide, 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  ftrength  would  wear  away. 

Without  his  aid  thou  wouldft  remain 
Like  Tiber,  or  the  poor  pretending  Seine, 
Led  thro'  parterres,  or  rolled  down  a  cafcade, 
Confin'd  to  vanity,  and  loft  to  trade. 
'Tis  thus  the  Highlander  complains, 
5Tis  thus  the  union  they  abufe 
For  binding  their  back-fides  in  chains, 
And  fhackling  their  feet  in  (hoes  : 
For  giving  them  both  food  and  fewel, 

And  comfortable  cloaths, 
Inftead  of  cruel  oat-meal  gruel ; 
Inftead  of  rags  and  heritable  blows. 
Luxury  every  day  grows  ftronger  -y 

The  Highland  fair 
Beholds  her  lover  now  no  longer 

Trotting  with  his  buttocks  bare. 
Thus  doctor  Brown  was  taken  with  the  fpleen, 
And  fancied  we  were  all  undone, 
Raving  about  a  carpet  and  a  fcreen, 
And  out  of  temper  with  the  fun  : 
Becaufe  it  is  a  crime, 
As  he  fuppofes, 
For  men  to  run  in  winter  time 
Into  the  fun  to  warm  their  nofes. 
'Tis  an  egregious  want  of  fenie, 
A  want  of  tafre,  and  want  of  mame, 
To  fancy  univerfal  affluence 
And  luxury  the  fame. 

"     K  fa 
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In  fpite  of  do&or  Brown's  difccrnin~, 
The  term  of  univerfal  will  aoree, 
As  well  with  his  benevolence  and  learning, 
As  univerfal  fuit  with  luxury. 
He  may  perceive,  if  he  be  fo  inclin'd, 
Like  his  difcernment,  luxury's  connn'd. 
For  as  the  gout  torments  the  hands  and  feet, 
To  eafe  the  nobler  flomach  and  the  head, 
So  luxury,  to  gratify  the  great, 
Infults  and  robs  the  labourer  of  his  bread. 
Luxury  in  a  irate  is  a  difeafe, 
Becaute  'tis  partial,  and  obftru&ed  wealthy 
But  Qiiiverfal  affluence  and  eafe 
Is  univerfal  happinefs  and  health. 


FABLE      II. 

'  THE  PHOENIX   AND   HER  LOVERSv, 

fTiH  AT  every  female's  a  coquette, 

I  could  as  fafely  fvvear  upon  a  book^ 
As  I  could  fafely  bet, 
That  every  Fienchman  is  a  cook. 
A  Phcenix,  daughter  of  the  fun, 
Chafte  as  a  veftal,  modeir.  as  a  nun, 
Added  fuch  merit  to  her  birth, 
That  not  a  bird,  tho'ofthe  highefl.  fafhion, 
No  feather'd  coxcomb  of  the  earth 
Ventured  to  declare  his  pnflion. 

They 
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They  all  agreed 
No  earthly  bird  was  worthy  of  her  love ) 
None  but  a  bird  of  the  celeftial  breed) 
An  angel  from  above* 
The  phcenix  liv'd  fo  long  a  maid, 
'Till  all  her  gaiety  and  bloom 
Began  to  fade, 
And  favour  of  the  tomb* 
Shemop'd,  grew  fplenetic,  and  tirM 
Of  fo  much  awe  and  fo  much  ftate, 
She  long'd  like  other  birds  to  be'admir'd, 
Like  other  birds  me  long'd  to  find  a  mate* 
At  laft  fhe  iiTued  out  a  proclamation 
To  fummon  the  male  birds  of  every  nation  $ 
Perhaps  this  fummons,  and  this  longing, 
Was  a  political  machine^ 
Juft  like  the  lovers  that  came  thronging, 
Summon'd  by  our  virgin  queen. 

Now,  from  all  quarters, 
The  birds  appear'd  in  their  beft  cloaths  ; 
Nobles  in  ftars  and  garters, 
Curled  and  embroider'd  beaux. 
Some  ftately,  others  light  and  gay, 
One  coo'd,  another  fung  and  flatter'd, 
§ome,  like  the  magpie  and  the  jay, 
For  ever  chatter'd. 
About  the  inner  ring, 
Where  all  the  birds  of  figure  prefs, 
A  tat  whirl'd  round  with  leathern  wing, 

£2  To 
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To  (how  his  fhape  and  his  addrefs, 
Offering  his  heart,  his  eyes  and  wings  to  boot,   * 
At  which  there  rofe  an  univerfal  hoot. 
The  phoenix  anfwer'd  in  the  tone, 
And  in  the  felt- fame  manner  languifh'd, 
As  queen  Elizabeth,  when  fhe  was  fhown 
A  tayior  by  her  beauty  vanquifh'd  ; 

Take  courage,  man,  fays  fhe, 
For  if  I  needs  muft  have  a  tayior, 
I  promife,  without  failure, 
To  marry  none  but  thee. 
And  as  the  queen  coquetted  at  an  age 
When  other  queens  are  tame, 
'Till  fhe  went  off  the  ftage, 
The  phcenix  did  the  fame. 
She  died  a  great  coquette,  and  what  is  more, 
Rofe  from  the  grave  a  greater  than  before. 
The  phcenix  and  felf-love  are  the  fame  beaft, 
Within  the  human  breaft, 
Which  poets  feign  the  fpicy  eaft, 
She  builds  her  folitary  neft  ; 
From  whence,  with  every  gale  of  wind, 
The  traveller  may  fmell  the  mind. 
Her  lovers  are  our  paflions  ;  thefe  fhe  meets, 
Either  by  appointment  or  by  chance, 
Which  if  fhe  can't  indulge,  fhe  treats 
With  fmilesand  complaifance. 
And  as  the  phcenix,  from  her  afhes  rais'd, 

Returns  as  blooming  as  a  bride, 
So  when  we  think  it  dies,  the  Lord  be  prais'd, 
Sell  love  fprihgs  up  again  with  double  pride. 

■Tip 
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'Tis  a  determin'd  cafe, 
None  but  ourfelves  can  occupy  our  place. 
For  this  famereafon,  phyfical  and  clear, 

Each  individual  of  us  all 
Is  that  fame  phoenix,  without  any  peer, 

On  this  terreftrial  ball. 
A  lover  is  a  madman,  and  a  mifer 
Not  one  jot  wifer. 
Let  any  try,  except  a  lover, 
Or  one  devoted  to  his  pelf, 
Whether  in  all  the  world  they  can  difcover 
Another  felf. 


FABLE      III. 

THE  DUCKLINGS  AND  THE  WISE  BIRDS. 

A    Hen  one  evening  to  enjoy  the  cool, 

Was  walking  with  a  brood  of  ducklings  cal- 
low, 
Juft  like  a  miftrefs  of  a  boarding  fchool. 
With  miffes  green  and  yellow. 
As  fhe  was  tutoring  and  fchooling 
This  bird  for  loitering,  and  that  for  fooling, 
Behold  a  fifhpond  fo  alluring, 
That,  fpite  of  her  remonitrances  and  cackle, 

K  3  They 
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They  ventur'd  their  whole  flo-k  without  infuring, 

Trufting  to  their  oars  and  tackle ; 

The  hen  kept  fcolding  like  a  drab, 

Curfing  her  rebellious  race  ; 
We're  not  thy  children,  cried  a  pert  young  fquab, 
If  we  w.ere  chickens,  we  fhould  have  more  grace, 

On  nature  we  depend, 
Ourcourfe  fhe  fleers, 
Nature's  a  faFer  guide,  and  better  friend, 
Than  any  dotard's  fears. 

Clofe  by  the  pond,  an  ancient  tower 

Lifted  its  venerable  head, 

A  college  and  fequefter'd  bower, 

Where  owls  for  ages  had  been  bred  ; 

An  old  profeflbr,  a  great  clerk, 

Taught  them  their  talents  to  difplay, 
To  keep  their  eyes  wide  open  in  the  dark 

And  fhut  them  in  the  face  of  day. 
To  think  abstractedly,  to  reafon  deep, 
And  to  declaim,  'till  all  the  world's  afleep. 

Thefe  ftudents  from  the  tower  faw  our  young 
folks, 

Our  bold  adventurers  under  fail, 

They  heard  their  clamorous  mirth  and  jokes, 

And  heard  their  nurfe's  fruitlefs  wail. 
Obferve,  fays  one  more  learned  than  the  reft, 

Thefe  birds  by  inftin£f.  know  the  feafon 
To  fail,  to  eat,  to  go  to  reft, 
Juft  as  we  know  by  argument  and  reafon. 

We 
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Wcknow  from  reafon  and  expeiience  both, 
We  fee  it  ev'ry  hour  ; 
That  governors  are  loth, 
To  part  with  power. 
Yon  hen  which  you  all  hear, 

In  fuch  a  fright, 
Undoubtedly  affects  that  fear, 
To  keep  her  pupils  always  in  her  fight. 
From  the  fame  principle,  for  the  fame  end, 

Our  tutQr  keeps  us  all  thus  penn'd  ; 
Preaching  that  we  muff  not  pretend  to  flyy 

We  are  too  weak,  it  is  too  foon, 
Which  I'll  demonftrate  to  be  a  lye, 
As  clear  as  the  fun  at  noon. 
Feet,  faid  the  fubtle  owl, 

Are  not  the  thing?, 
That  conftitute  the  offence  of  a  fowl, 
So  much  as  wings, 
Whatever  is  eifential  to  our  make 
We  fooneil  learn,  and  feldomefr  miftake. 
Hence  that  pathetic  prayer,  that  tender  call 
By  which  we  get  our  Wants  difpatch'd, 
Is  fo  effentiai  above  all, 
That  we  all  fpeak  the  moment  we  are  hatch'd^ 
Nature,  benevolent  and  wife, 
Opens  our  mouths  much  fooner  than  our  eyes. 
By  parity  of  reafon  meet, 
Our  wings  and  pinions  fhould  be  ready, 
Lcng  time  before  our  heads  and  feet 
Are  firm  and  fteadv. 

K  4  Thsr.^fbfc 
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Therefore  'twill  follow  like  a  chain, 
That  as  we  walk,    you  miift  confefs, 
With  little  giddinefs  and  pain, 

If  we  attempt  it,  we  mud  fly  with  lefs. 
This  reafoning  philofophic  wight 
Convinc'd  his  brethren  one  and  all : 
With  one  accord  they  took  their  flight, 

And  fatal  and  untimely  was  their  fall. 
None  of  them  reafon'd  any  more, 
The  young  logicians  lay  like  wrecks, 

Drown'd  in  the  pond,  or  fcatter'd  on  the  fhore, 
With  mangled  limbs  and  broken  necks. 
Bred  in  a  court,  or  fome  gay  city, 

The  ducklings  are   thofe  thoughtlefs  fprightly 
fools, 
Oh  Cambridge  is  it  not  a  pity, 

Strangers  to  thee  and  to  thy  fchools  ? 


FABLE      IV. 

'    LA  NOBLESSE    DE    FRANCE. 
THE   FIGHTING  COCK   AND   THE  CRAVEN, 

A    Cock,'  an  officer  of  foot, 

In  France  retir'd  into  a  village, 
Where  he  did  nought  but  crow  and  ftrut, 

.    And  liv'd  by  pillage. 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er  he  had  a  mind 
To  take  his  paitime  with  the  fair, 
He  was  not  to  one  wife  confin'd, 
Nor  to  a  pair  : 
But,  like  a  lord, 
Had  half  a  dozen  both  at  bed  and  board. 
He  fpied  a  barn-door  fowl  one  day, 
Cram'd  from  the  rump  up  to  the  gullet, 
In  amorous  dalliance  and  play 
With  a  young  pullet. 
His  robes  and  train,  his  fenatorial  cap, 

His  fize  almoft  the  fize  of  geefe, 
Show'd  that  he  had  been  nurtur'd  in  the  lar> 

Of  peace. 
Bred  for  the  bench  and  prefidential  chair, 
Hejudg'd,  he  roofted,  and  digefted  there. 
The  military  cock  took  as  much  pleafure 

'As  an  unlucky  page, 
To  fee  the  magiftrate  employ  his  leifure 
So  much  below  his  dignity  and  age. 
He  that  mould  fet  a  good  example  ! 

Be  virtuous  and  difcreet ! 
To  tread  on  modefty,  and  trample 

Chaftity  beneath  his  feet ! 
Fine  time,  fays  he,  when  judges  run 
Seducing  maidens  in  the  open  fun  ! 

This  wanton  fit 
Comes  of  intemperance  and  over-eating ; 

Which, 
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Which,  as  it  foon  will  bring  you  to  the  fpit, 

Shall  fave  your  reverence  from  a  beating. 
To  this  reproof, 
With  a  fly  fneer,  the  judge  replied  aloof: 

'Tis  true,  that  I  and  all  my  brood, 

When  we  have  run  the  race  ailign'd, 
Shall  have  the  honour  to  become  the  food 
And  comfort  of  mankind. 
An  unexpected  death 
Shall  gently  fteal,  not  force  away  our  breath. 
Good  colonel,  you  are  mightily  miflaken, 

It  is  not  owing  to  refpecl,  indeed, 
That  you  are  neither  hoil'd,  like  us,  with  bacon, 

Roafled  nor  fricafieed. 
But  tho'  your  flem  be  men's  averhon, 
Yet  it  contributes  much  to  their  diverfton  ; 

They  give  you  barley,  bread,  and  oats, 
Becaufe  they  take  great  pleafure  and  delight 

To  fet  you  fight ; 
To  fee  you  cutting  one  another's  throats. 
If  you  efcape,  and  are  not  flain  in  war, 

You  are  in  a  worfe  plight  by  far. 
Amongft  the  hogs, 
Wounded  and  lame  you're  on  a  dunghill  eaft, 

By  wanton  boys  and  puppy  dogs 

Worried  or  teaz'd  to  death  at  laft. 
In  France  the  land-tax  is  not  as  'tis  here, 

A  tax  where  you  appeal  and  fquabble  j 
There  the  nobility  go  free  and  clear, 

Like  the  rafcality  and  rabble, 

Thr. 
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The  fame  exception  pards  and  tygers  own$. 
And  the  bafe  polecat  caught  in  gins  : 
Their  flefh  and  bone  we  let  alone, 
And  afk  them  nothing  but  their  {kins. 


FABLE      V. 

THE   DOG   AND    THE  CAT. 

iNtereft  fafcinates  both  age  and  youth, 

And,  with  a  glance  of  her  bewitching  eye, 

Can  make  a  minifter  fpeak  truth, 
Or  make  a  mighty  monarch  tell  a  lye. 

She  can  fet  brothers  by  the  ears, 

And,  what  you'll  fcarce  believe  perhaps, 
Make  fitters  as  harmonious  as  the  fpheres? 
And  live  together  without  pulling  caps. 

'Tis  fhe  gives  every  one  her  place, 
Qft,  like  a  blundering  marfhal  at  a  feafl, 

Joining  a  fcoundrel  to  his  grace, 
An  atheift  to  a  prieft. 
Intereft  well  underftood, 
Made  Solomon,  makes  Melcomb  now  declare 

That  Jife  is  only  good 
To  eat  and  drink,  and  laugh,  and  banifh  care* 

Clofe  by  a  kitchen  fire,  a  dog  and  cat, 
Each  a  famous  politician, 

Were  meditating  as  they  fat, 

PJans  and  projects  of  ambition. 


B*r 
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By  the  fame  fire  were  fet  to  warm 
Fragments  of  their  mailer's  dinner; 
Temptations  to  alarm 
The  trail ty  of  a  finner. 
Clear  prurient  water  ftream'd  from  Pompey's  jaws, 
And  Tabby  look'd  demure,  and  iick'd  her  paws  $ 
And  as  two  plenipos, 
For  fear  of  a  furprife, 
When  both  have  fomething  to  propofe, 
Examine  one  another's  eyes  ; 
Or  like  two  maids,  tho'  fmit  by  different  fwains, 
In  jealous  conference  o'er  a  dim  of  tea, 
Pompey  and  Tabby  both,  cudgell'd  their  brains*, 
Studying  each  other's  phyfiognomy. 

Pompey,  endow'd  with  finer  knfey 
Difcover'd,  in  a  caft  of  Tabby's  face, 
A  fymptomof  concupifcence, 
Which  made  it  a  clear  cafe. 
When,  ftraight  applying  to  the  dawning  pamon, 

Pompey  addrefs'd  her  in  this  fafhion  : 
Both  you  and  I,  with  vigilance  and  zeal, 
Becoming  faithful  dogs  and  picus  cats, 
Have  guarded  day  and  night  this  common-weal, 
From  robbery  and  rats, 
All  that  we  get  for  this,  heaven  knows, 
Is  a  few  bones,  and  many  blows. 
Let  us  no  longer  fawn  and  whine, 
Since  we  have  talents  and  are  able  -9 
Let  us  impofe  an  equitable  fine 
Upon  our  matter's  table  • 

And 
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And,  to  be  brief, 
Let  us  each  choofe  a  (ingle  difh, 
I'll  be  contented  with  roaft  beef, 

Take  you  that  turbot — you  love  fifh. 
Thus  every  dog  and  cat  agrees, 
When  they  can  fettle  their  own  fees. 
Thus  two  contending  chiefs  are  feen, 
To  agree  at  laft  m  every  meafure; 
One  takes  the  management  of  the  marine, 
The  other  of  the  nation's  treafure  : 
Thus  L — g  retir'd,  thus  even  P — tt 
His  popularity  refign'd, 
For  a  tid-bitt, 
A  pit-tance  fuited  to  the  patriot's  mind. 


FABLE      VI. 

THE    SPIDER    AND    THE    FLY. 

VyTTH  malice  fell 

A  fpider  watch'd  within  his  cell, 
Ready  to  fally, 
The  unwary  traveller  to  foufe, 
Like  a  Jew-broker  in  the  alley, 
Or  a  Dutch  merchant  in  his  countincr-houfe : 
Like  them  he  correfponded  far  and  near, 
And  tho'  his  trade  was  intricate  and  dark, 
He  manag'd  his  affairs,  and  kept  all  clear, 
Without  a  partner  or  a  clerk. 

A  petit 
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A  petit  mait'rej  an  active  buftling  fiy5 

Thinking  to  fcamper  unmolefted, 
With  airy  equipage  as  he  pais'd  by, 

By  cruel  Cacus  was  arreftech 

Furnifh'd  with  that  undaunted  fenfe* 

Which  only  courts  and  camps  can  teach* 

Having  no  weapon  or  defence, 

Except  his  inftrument  of  fpeech, 
The  fly,  with  flattering  foporific  drains, 

Tried  to  benumb  the  fpider's  brains  : 

Hearing  fuch  daily  praife  beftow'd, 

Upon  your  elegance  in  weaving* 

I  came  to  vifit  your  abode, 

Which  is  magnificent  beyond  believing  ; 

And  now  I'm  convine'd,  if  you  will  drop 
The  linen  trade, 
And  take  to  weaving  velvets  and  brocade, 
The  fallad-eaters  foon  muft  ihut  up  fhop, 
Change  but  your  diet,  and,  like  theirs,  your  tafte 

Will  grow  renVd,  correct  and  chafi:e> 
As  I  have  ftudied  every  herb  and  leaf, 
That's  either  noxious  or  good  to  eat, 
Make  me  your  caterer  in  chief, 
And  purveyor  of  all  your  meat. 
Send  me  this  inftant,  in  a  trice 
I'll  bring  you  fomething  favoury  and  nicf*. 

Seeing  the  fpider  fmile  and  grin, 

He  found  his  plot  would  not  fucceeda 
It  was  too  thin, 

For  one  of  that  fegacious  breed  ; 

On 
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On  which  he  fell  a  vapouring  and  buzzing-, 

Swearing  the  drones  would  take  the  alarm. 
And  come  to  the  afiiftance  of  their  coufin 
With  an  enormous  fwarm. 
The  drones  and  I  are  no  luch  fti angers, 
We  know,  faid  Cacus,  what  we  both  can  do, 
They  are  too  wife  to  run  their  heads  in  dangers, 
For  fuch  a  bufy  meddling  fool  as  you  : 
But,  iince  you  come  to  fpoil  our  manufacture, 
And  poiibn  honed  traders, 
I'll  hang  you  like  a  malefactor, 
To  teirify  invaders. 
No  fooner  faid  than  done, 
He  knock'd  him  down,  and  hung  him  in  the  fun* 

The  fpider's  a  negotiator, 
And  an  enfnaring  captious  debater, 
Obdurate,  fubtle  and  alert. 
The  fly  a  coxcomb  and  a  prater, 
Teazing  and  pert. 
Tho'  all  fuch  characters  I  hate, 
And  from  my  foul  defpife, 
May  we  have  many  fpiders  in  the  {late, 
When  we  are  plagu'd  with  French  and  Spanifk 
flies. 


FABLE 
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FABLE      VII. 

THE  WILD  DUCKS   AND  THE  WATER  SPANIEL.- 

AFTERa  tedious  flight, 

Of  many  a  ftormy  day  and  night ; 
A  flock  of  wild  ducks  failing  up  and  down, 
Upon  a  lake  were  making  merry ; 
Like  failors  in  a  fea-port  town, 
Juft  arriv'd  from  Pondicherry. 
A  fwan  too  ftately  for  fport, 
To  mew  herfelf  was  all  her  view, 
Had  undertaken  to  efcort 
The  jovial  crew. 
Swelling  and  bridling 
With  all  the  airs  of  a  fine  dame  at  court; 
Turning  about  and  fidling, 
Advancing,  and  then  flopping  fhort. 

Difplaying  in  her  features 
Contempt  and  infolent  dejection, 
To  fignify  that  thofe  Arrange  creatures,, 
Were  forc'd  upon  her  for  protection. 
I  muft  confefs,  amongft  mankind 
I  have  feen  fwans  as  foolifhly  inclin'd. 
A  Paris  on  the  Seine, 
I've  feen  a  French  marquee  conduct  a  pair 
Of  German  barons  to  the  fair 
Of  Saint  Germaine, 

Strutting 
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Strutting  before  them,  toiling  up  his  head, 
Then  looking  back,  and  lowering  his  creft, 
The  barons  were  fo  aukward,  fo  ill-bred^ 

And  fo  ill-drefs'd. 
Have  you  not  feen  a  new-made  peer 
With  equal  pride,  but  greater  trepidations, 
Obferving  in  his  rear 
A  troop  of  country  relations, 
Run  up  St.  James's  ftreet,  and,  at  two  leaps, 
Take  Arthur's  fteps  ? 
Thofe  fteps  as  terrible  as  the  Tarpeian, 
From  whence  with  one  black  ball  you're  hurPd 
Into  another  world 
Among  the  damn'd  Plebeian. 
Perhaps  this  grave  and  folemn  fwan 
Diflik'd  the  company  of  thofe  wild-ducks1, 
Juft  as  a  prude,  or  fober  man, 
Diflikes  the  company  of  bucks. 
For  while  they  made  more  noife  and  riot 
Than  twenty  juftices  of  peace, 
The  fwan  was  ferious  and  quiet, 
As  captain  Gander  marching  with  his  geefe. 
Marching  to  the  field, 
With  gorget  and  a  wooden  fhield. 
About  the  middle  of  the  lake, 
Upon  the  banks  a  water-fpaniel  lay, 
Looking  out  for  duck  or  drake, 
Or  any  lawful  prey, 

L  And 
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And  as  the  captain  of  a  privateer 
Lies  by, 
Nor  offers  to  bear  down,  nor  gives  a  cheer, 
'Till  his  expected  prize  begins  to  fly, 
Clofe  to  the  fhore  the  fpaniel  lets  them  fail, 
And  rufh'd  into  the  lake  when  they  turn'd  tail, 

Snorting  and  fnoring  ; 
FuiTuing  them  with  all  his  force, 
Swearing  and  roaring 
'Till  he  was  hoarfe  -> 
He  turn'd  and  veer'd, 
Now  made  a  llretch,  and  then  a  tack  ; 
Now  fnapp'd,  and  now  they  difappear'd, 
And  rofe  again  a  long  way  back  : 
'Till  the  poor  fpiritlefs  exhaufted  brute 
Was  fore'd  to  give  up  the  purfuit. 
And  as  the  French  to  Toulon  ran, 
And  left  the  Spaniards  in  a  fcrape, 
The  moment  that  the  fray  began 
The  fwan  made  her  efcape. 
Quite  out  of  reach, 
A  roan  duck  on  the  beach, 
Under  a  fhed, 
Confider'd  the  whole  fcene  with  wonder, 

Jufl  like  Caligula  under  the  bed, 
Studying  the  caufe  of  lightning  and  thunder. 
As  the  vi&orious  crew  pafs'd  by  in  order, 
He  made  them  an  oration  j 
Hie  roan  duck  being  the  recorder, 
Or  burgomafter  of  the  corporation. 


Leave 
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Leave  your  abandon'd  lives* 

Roving  like  pirates  and  Jews* 
Come  hither  with  your  children  and  wives, 
And  fettle  peaceably  in  our  mews. 
We'll  take  you  without  any  fufs, 
Here  we  have  neither  law  nor  code, 
You're  only  tied  to  copy  us, 
And  go  by  currom  and  the  mode ; 
You  mall  be  fafhionably  drefs'd, 
Protected,  treated,  and  carefs'd, 
A  frifeur,  with  an  inftrument  of  fteel, 
Shall  (nape  your  wings  and  your  toupee, 
Make  them  fit  perfectly  genteel, 
Eafy  and  free. 
As  to  the  reft,  you  may  gather  from  my  looks 

Whether  the  air  is  good, 
And  whether  we  have  wholefome  food, 

Or  tolerable  cooks. 
Peace,  wretch,  the  chieftain  of  the  ducks  replied, 
Nor  with  thy  venal  breath  offend  the  brave, 
Freedom  is  as  much  our  pride, 
As  'tis  thine  to  be  a  flave. 
We  neither  injure  nor  provoke ; 

We  neither  fear  great  nor  fmall, 
Becaufe  we  fcorn  to  yield  to  any  yoke, 

We  are  hated  by  them  all. 

From  pole  to  pole  purfued, 

From  pole  to  pole 
Our  enemies  have  every  foul 

Been  baffled  and  fubdued. 

L  2  Lords 
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Lords  of  three  elements  we  can  maintain 
Our  freedom  and  poiTeflions, 
With  the  fame  eafe  that  we  difdain 
Thy  offers,  and  infidious  profeffions. 
In  our  own  virtue  we  confide, 
On  others  how  can  we  rely  ? 
When  fear  or  hope,  envy,  or  pride, 
May  turn  a  friend  into  a  falfe  ally. 
Thofe  who  depend  on  others  ; 
Whether  on  males  or  females  they  depend. 
Will  find  the  fwan  has  many  brothers, 
And  fitters  without  end. 


FABLE      VIIL 

THE  ADVICE  OF  AN  OLD  SPANIEL. 

A    Certain  dog  of  middling  birth, 
Frolickfome  and  full  of  play  : 
Even  in  the  height  of  all  his  mirth, 
Delicate,  as  well  as  gay  : 
With  far  more  feeling  for  his  friend, 
Than  they  could  either  tafte  or  comprehend.— 

Being  thrown  into  the  world  betimes, 
Betimes  difcover'd  it  was  all  a  cheat, 
Yet  not  fo  dangerous  for  odious  crimes, 
As  odious  for  malice  and  deceit  $ 

Oft 
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Oft  when  he  meant  to  have  amus'd 
His  friends  with  a  conceit,  or  harmlefs  jcfir, 
By  many  he  was  fnarPd  at  and  abus'd, 
And  flighted  even  by  the  bed. 
Oft,  when  half-ftarv'd,  he  found  a  bone, 

Or  fomething  hid, 
Inflead  of  eating  it  alone, 

As  others  did, 
He  ran  to  fhare  his  dailv  bread, 

Unfought  ; 
With  thofe  that  were  much  better  fed 
Than  taught. 
His  daily  bread  they  feiz'd  ; 
And  drove  him  from  their  mefs, 
More  difappointed  and  difpleas'd 
With  their  ingratitude  than  his  diftrefs. 
It  is  a  maxim  amons:it.  doo;s, 
When  they  have  the  addrefs  and  (kill, 
To  flip  their  collars  and  their  clogs, 
And  leave  their  friends  that  ufe  them  ill. 

To  avoid  anxiety  and  {trite 
Tray  was  refolv'd  to  try  a  country  life. 

A  country  dog,  I  think, 
Is  exactly  like  a  country  Tquire, 
They  both  are  only  fit  to  fleep  and  hunk 
By  their  own  fire, 
And  when  awake  are  only  good 
To  yelp  and  halloo  in  a  woodt 


Their 


C    150   ] 

Their  joys, 
And  converfation  are  the  fame, 
'Tis  all  a  clamour  and  a  noife, 
And  all  the  noife  and  clamour  about  game. 
Three  words  compofe  their  whole  vocabulary, 
A  fox,  a  hare,  and  a  fine  fcenting  day, 
Whether  they  are  ferious  or  merry, 

'Tis  all  they  have  to  fay  : 
In  {hort  they  never  are  fo  entertaining, 
As  when  they're  faft  afleep,  or  feigning. 
To  quit  fuch  friends  as  thefe, 

One  would  not  grieve, 
Tray  parted  from  them  with  great  eafe, 
Without  fo  much  as  taking  leave, 
Confults  his  grandfire  by  profefiion, 

A  fpaniel  j 
For  judgment  and  difcretion, 
A  perfect  Daniel, 
Benign  and  mild  ; 
He  heard  his  grandfon's  grievances,  and  fmil'd. 

Grandfon,  laid  he,  I  do  conceive, 
If  you  had  known  the  world,  and  how  things  go, 

But  half  as  much  as  you  believe  j 
Which  is  twice  as  much  as  I  believe  you  knowj 
You  would  not  have  complain'd, 
That  dogs  behave  to  one  another, 

When  they  are  unchain'd, 
Like  every  creature  to  his  brother. 

Say, 


r  151  ] 

Say,  dupe  of  a  rafh  confidence  and  truft, 
If  you  lie  open  and  unguarded, 

Is  it  not  jufh, 
That  vigilance  (hould  be  rewarded  ? 
'Twas  neither  nature's  call, 

Nor  my  inftruction, 
To  truft  your  friends  at  all ; 
Mud  lefs,  to  truft  them  to  your  own  deftruction  : 
A  painful  and  fevere  attention, 
Is  but  a  necefTary  fence, 
To  every  dog  of  knie, 
Againft  deceit  and  circumvention  ; 
A  tafk  from  which  you  hop'd  to  be  re.iev'd 
By  trufting  to  your  friends  : 
You  are  deceiv'd, 
Acting  as  much  as  they  for  your  own  ends  5 
All  the  world  knows, 
That  friendship's  a  meer  found  •, 
A  found  that  hart  ly  can  impofe 
Upon  a  puppy  hcund. 
Nature  is  not  to  blame, 
Flatter 'd  by  cunning,  indolence  Invented 

That  foolifh  name, 
By  which  fo  many  fools  are  circumvented. 
Happinefs  you'll  feidom  find, 
Unlefs  you  learn 
To  have  no  weighty  intereft,  or  concern, 
With  thofe  of  your  own  kind. 
Unlefs  you  learn,  (if  it  -is  not  too  late) 
That  they  are  neither  worth  your  Jove  nor  hate. 
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A    LYRIC    EPISTLE 

TO  MY  COUSIN  SHANDY,    ON  HIS  COMING   TQ 
TOWN. 

by  the  same. 

Dear  Shandy, 

yOU  know  there  goes  a  tale, 

How  Jonas  went  aboard  a  whale, 

Once  for  a  frolic, 
And  how  the  whale,  fet  fail 

With  a  fair  gale, 

And  got  the  cholic; 
And  after  a  great  fplutter 
Spew'd  him  up,  upon  the  coaft 
Juft  like  a  woodcock  on  a  toaft       i 

With  trail  and  butter. 
I  mould  have  thought  him  much  to  blame 
Had  he  gone  back  the  way  he  came. 
So  when  you're  over  head  and  ears  in  debt, 

You'll  fume  and  fret ; 
When  once  you're  wip'd  clean,  if  you  prefumes 
To  plunge  yourfelf  again,  fret  on  and  fume. 

So  when  a  man  has  loft  his  wife 
He  makes  a  pother, 

But  he  deferves  to  lofe  his  life, 

If  he  will  venture  0:1  another. 

Sq 
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So  when  a  mifs  juft  enters  on  her  teens 
She  makes  a  coil, 
Becaufe  me  knows  not  what  fhe  means 
— You  lofe  your  labour  and  your  oylf 
But  by  and  bye, 
After  you  have  taken  your  degrees, 
If  you  will  try, 
You'll  be  inftall'd  with  eafe, 
And  you  may  take  a  flight 
Upright, 
Like  me, 
And  drop  like  Icarus  into  a  vacant  fea. 
And  fo,  becaufe  comparifons  are  odious, 
Pray  tell  me  plain, 
Whether  the  theatre  in  Drury-lane, 
Or  that  of  York,  is  molt  commodious  $ 

And  to  oblige  you, 
I'll  tell  you  a  ftory  of  Elijah. 
As  he  was  walking  by  a  wood  in  fober  fadnefs, 
Clofe  by  a  mob  of  children  flood, 
Commenting  on  his  fober  mood, 
And  taking  it  for  madnefs  -y 
In  their  opinions, 
They  hung  together  juft  like  onions, 
And  back'd  them  like  fuch  fort  of  folks, 
With  a  few  flones,  and  a  few  jokes  : 
Till  weary  of  their  pelting  and  their  prattle, 
He  order'd  out  his  bears  to  battle, 
It  was  delightful  fun, 
To  fee  them  run 
And  eat  up  the  young  cattle. 

Now 
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Now  had  Elijah  chang'd  the  fcene, 

From  thinking  and  walking 

To  drinking  and  talking, 
Or  any  pleafant  fituation, 

It  would  have  cur'd  the  fpleen, 

And  fav'd  a  lapidation. 

Your  affe&ionate  coufin, 

Antony  Shandy. 


AN     EPISTLE 

tO    THE    GROWN    GENTLEWOMEN, 

THE    MISSES    OF    *   *  #  * 

BY  THE  SAME. 

\jt  mufica  et  gli  abiti  fono  della  vagha  iavsndone  di  Bartolome* 
Cogliane,  poeta  lirico  et  virtuofo  della  camera  della  fua  excel- 
lenza  la  Signora  Contefla  *  **  *  procuratrice  di  San  Giacomo, 

T    A  D  I  E  S,    I  love  you  dearly, 

And  for  a  proof  I  fend  this  letter; 
To  deal  with  you  fincerely, 
I  dare  not  offer  any  better* 
Many  of  jrour  Mamas 
Would  look  upon  it  as  a  fin, 
Becaufe 
They  and  their  daughters  are  fo  near  akin, 
Jt  would  be  wading  both  through  thick  and  thin. 

Time 
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Time  alfo,  the  beft  tutor  of  all  others, 

Has  open'd  my  deluded  eyes ; 
I  have  made  fools  enow  amongft  your  mothers, 
I  wifh  it  was  as  eafy  to  make  you  wife. 
This,  fays  Mifs  Notable,  is  pofitive  grimace, 
He  thinks  to  rub  the  mould  off  an  old  face, 
By  being  fmart  and  fly ; 
Jufl:  as  a  houfewife  thinks  you'll  eat 

Her  fully  meat 
When  it  is  feafond  in  a  pye. 

Mifs  Notable,  you  are  a  cynick, 
And  though  in  Greek  it  means  a  bitch, 
I  only  mean  you  are  a  mimick, 
When  you  fet  up  to  be  a  witch. 
Can  you  imagine  me  fo  queer 

An  engineer 
To  think  of  making  my  advances 

By  fancies  ? 
I  know  that  an  approach  is  made 
Sideways  and  by  infinuation ; 
I  know  my  trade, 
But  not  by  a  rhetorical 
Or  metaphorical 
Or  verbal  difputation, 
But  by  a  real  zig-zag  operation. 
I  would  as  foon  attempt  to  take  a  city 
With  fugar-plumbs 
Inftead  of  bombs, 
As  take  a  mi£  by  b  ing  witty : 


Or 
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Or  to  take  you, 
When  you're  in  cue 
To  romp  and  grapple, 
Like  Eve, 
Taking  you  only  by  the  fleeve, 
And  pulling  out  an  apple. 
A  mifs  that's  brought  up  in  a  boarding  fchool, 
Or  in  a  cloyfter, 
Is  like  a  ftool, 
And  like  an  oyfter. 
For  though  a  bungler  can't  get  at  her, 
An  oyfter- monger  who  has  thought  on't  well, 
And  underftands  the  matter, 
Contrives  a  way  into  the  fhell, 
Like  any  eel, 
Into  a  wheel, 
Of  wicker, 
Gobbling  the  oyfter  and  the  liquor. 

The  reafon  why  fhe  is  like  a  ftool,   methinka 
Is  this ; 
(I  do  not  mean  a  ftool  that  ftinks) 
That  never  can  be  like  a  mifs  -9 

I  mean  a  ftool, 
Not  in  the  nature  of  a  chair, 

But  a  mere  tool, 
Placed  in  a  corner  here  and  there 

With  an  intent 
Not  to  be  ufeful — but  for  ornament ; 
Juft  like  the  image  of  a  Chinefe  lubbard, 
Sitting  upon  a  chimnev-piece  or  cupboard. 

Yet 
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Yet  when  a  drawing  room  iY  full, 
Or  when  a  company  draws  near 

That  blefied  fphere, 
"Where  all  are  happy  that  are  dull, 
And  they  are  taken  up  with  fome  debater, 
You  clap  you  down  flipping  afide, 
And  To  your  ftool  is  occupy'd 
Sooner  or  later. 
And  fo  a  mifs  that's  thrown  afide  like  lumber, 
Altho'  they  watch  her, 
Will   find  occafions  without  number, 
If  any  one's  inclin'd  to  catch  her. 

When  a  man's  faying  all  he  has  to  fay, 
And  fomething  comes  acrofs  the  way, 
Without  a  provocation, 
I  do  not  call  it  a  digrefiion, 
But  a  temptation 
Which  requires  difcretion* 
And  therefore  I  petition 
For  leave  to  give  a  definition 
Of  the  word  reputation  ; 
'Tis  an  impreflion  or  a  feal 
Engrav'd,  not  upon  fteel, 
On  a  tranfparent  education, 

Which,  held  up  to  the  light, 
Difcovers  all  the  ftrokes  and  touches 
That  mark  the  lady  of  a  knight, 
A  mantua-maker,  or  a  duchefs. 


A  mifs 
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A  rmfs  brought  up  in  fairy  courts, 
Pra&is'd  in  fublunary  fports, 
And  contemplations  in  the  dark, 
Is  apt  to  be  furpris'd 
By  a  fuperior  power,  difguis'd 
Like  an  attorney's  clerk  ; 
Oft  in  the  darkeft  night,  when  every  head 
Is  wrapp'd  in  fleep, 
And  free  from  cares, 
He  fallies  from  the  deep. 
Stealing  up  the  back  flairs, 
And  without  dread, 
He'll  creep 
Upon  you  unawares 
Into  your  bed. 
A  fairy  is  a  cunning  elf, 
And  feldom  meditates  a  rape 
In  any  fhape 
That  you  fufpecl  yourfelf. 
Sometimes  in  front  he  will  appear 
Juft  like  a  barber's  block, 
And  fometimes  hang  upon  your  rear, 
Drefs'd  in  your  footman's  frock. 
When  once  you  are  enchanted, 
You  are  commonly  poffefs'd  all  night, 
Like  any  houfe  that's  haunted, 
And  like  a  haunted  houfe,  a  prjeil  muft  fet  you 
right. 

And 
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And  then  by  reafon  of  your  tender  age 
You  are  no  lefs  in  danger 
From  Hamlet  and  Ranger, 
The  enchanters  of  the  ftage. 
You  are  not  open  to  fo  many  fnares, 
From  dancers^  fingers, 
And  fiddle-ftnngers, 
As  from  players. 
Players  make  love  by  letters  patent, 
All  other  artifts  are  excluded, 
But  now  and  then  it  has  fo  happened, 

The  law  has  been  eluded  ; 
And  by  a  trick  of  a  logician, 
No  lawyers  whim, 
For  inftance,  if  the  artift's  a  mufician, 
You  muft  convert  the  propofition, 
That  is,  you  muft  make  love  to  him. 
I  do  not  mean,  my  dears, 
To  alarm  you  with  my  fears, 
Though  I  could  bring  examples  recent, 
And  make  reflections, 
To  fhew  that  fuch  amours  are  neither  decent, 
Nor  good  for  your  complexions. 
Let  but  a  flngle  fpark  of  fire  fall 
Into  a  powder  magazine, 
It  blows  up  all, 
Quite  and  clean. 
So  when  you  have  fuiifh'd  a  neat  billet-doux, 

All 
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All  but  the  flopping,- 
And  you're  in  raptures  leaning, 
A  drop  of  ink,  you  know  not  how, 
Comes  dropping, 
And  blots  out  all  the  meaning. 
If  you  delight  in  flops 
And  will  be  always  tafting  and  touching, 
You  may  meet  flops  where  a  few  drops 
Will  blot  your  fcutcheon  : 
Your  face  breaks  out  in  fpots,  or  you're  inflate. 
To  a  degree,- 
So  as  to  be 
Homunculated. 
I  quite  forgot  I  was  in  fuch  a  trance 
To  give  a  hint, 
Afquint, 
About  a  country  dance. 
Dancing  contributes  greatly,  'tis  confefs'd, 
To  open  and  dilate  your  cheft, 
And  is  exceeding  good 
To  purify  the  blood 
And  humours. 
But  if  you  fit  too  long,  and  cool  too  quick, 
Your  hand  is  feiz'd  and  you  fall  fick. 
It  feels  as  if  it  felt — all  over — tumours, 
Shaking,  as  if  you  fhook  a  flick, 
Tingling  and  numb, 
Finger  and  thumb, 
Paralitic. 

If 
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If  people  would  but  flick  to  their  profefllons, 
You  would  be  dancing, 
Not  fitting  and  romancing, 
Like  an  old  jufrice  at  a  feuions, 
Suppofing  now  you  have  efcaped  all  rocks, 

Not  without  many  mocks 
Amongft  the  fhoals  of  calumny  and  rancour, 
Thank  heaven  you  are  not  {branded  ; 
Throw  out  your  anchor, 
And  then  do  what  you  pleafe  when  you  are  landed. 
Sure  1  fpeak  plain  enough,  you  underfrand 
That  I  would  have  you  marry  out  of  hand  ; 
Whether  you  wed  a  coxcomb  or  a  floven, 

By  fair  means  or  by  covin  ; 
Marriage  refembles  a  perpetual  oven. 
Your  chief  expence  and  trouble's  in  the  making, 
Which  need  not  be  repeated, 
Unlefs  you  are  cheated, 
From  the  firft  time  you  put  a  cake  in. 
For  after  that  without  being  heated, 
It  will  continue  fit  for  baking  ; 
Conftantly  ready  night  and  day, 
If  you  don't  bake  at  home,  your  neighbour  may. 
Do  but  contemplate  a  pudding's  end, 
There  is  a  firing  goes  round  about 
Her  fnout. 
The  ftring  is  very  much  the  pudding's  friend, 
He  keeps  her  within  bounds,  or  elfe  flie  would  be 
fpoil'd, 
And  by  his  means  flje  gets  well  DoiFcL 

M  Loos. 
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T,ook  at  that  fpit  again, 
What  is  it  keeps  your  meat  from  burning ; 
It  is  a  chain 
That  humours  it  in  turning; 
And  by  that  means,  as  you  have  often  boafted, 
Your  meat  is  always  nicely  roafted. 

Jufr.  fuch  another  tye  is  marriage  ; 
I  take  the  marriage-noofe,  or  wedding-ring, 
If  you  are  prudent  in  your  carriage 
To  be  a  pudding-firing. 
And  for  the  marriage-chain,  'tis  prov'd  as  clear 

as  glafs, 
To  be  but  a  jack-chain — — a  chainforajack-afs. 
'Tis  all  made  out  as  fine  as  filk, 
Now  attend  my  lovely  lafles. 
And  I'll  provide  you  all  with  afles. 
You  mail  not  v/ant  for  aiTes  milk. 

I  wifh  a  mifs  was  like  a  leek, 
Whofe  head  is  long 

And  ftrong, 
Altho'  the  tail 
Be  frail 
And  weak. 
I  could  fay  in  three  words  all  that  I  have  to  fpeak, 
DifTemble 
Whether  you  refemble 
The  proud  or  weak, 

Mceknefi 
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Meeknefs  and  pride  alike  inflame  defire, 

A  truth  well  known  among  the  wenchers  5 
So  oil  or  brandy  thrown  into  the  fire, 

Are  neither. of  them  quenchers. 
Take  that  which  fuits  you  beft,  my  gentle  dames, 
Either  will  do  to  fet  a  houfe  in  flames. 
'Tis  not  fufEcient  to  inflame, 
You  muft  provoke,  but  you  muft  tame. 

Obferve  the  anglers, 
They  don't  take  every  fifh  that  comes  ; 

So  many  of  your  danglers, 
Are  but  bull-heads  and  miller's  thumbs. 
A  captain  or  fome  pretty  fellow, 
May  dangle  with  you  at  a  Rout ; 
Juft  as  they  fifh  for  falmon  with  a  menow, 
Or  a  red  clout. 
But  when  you  walk  with  Strephon  arm  in  arm, 

And  feel  all  over  new-milk  warm, 
Whilfl  he  complains  of  penalties  and  pains 5 
You'll  feem 
Like  an  iced  cream 
If  you  have  any  brains. 

Adam  was  weary  of  a  Tingle  life, 

And  feeing  Eve  bafhful  and  nice. 
He  thought  her  fitter  for  a  wife, 
Than  any  beaft  in  paradife. 

M2  ?S 
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So  when  a  Tquire  fees  a  maiden  coy, 
He  makes  a  jointure  ; 
And  in  a  fit  of  joy, 
Prefers  her  to  a  pointer. 
Milton's  delay,  it  is  no  word  of  my  inventing, 
Lies  in  a  point, 
If  you  can  hit  the  joint, 
Between  forbidding  and  confenting. 
Juft  like  the  cream  of  which  you  have  been  told, 
Delicious,  when  'tis  not  too  cold. 
All  fmalls  delays  are  right, 
They  make  folks  keen, 
Whether  they  mean 
To  play  or  fight. 
So  at  a  battle  and  a  cocking, 
The  combatants  before  they  let  them  go, 
Stand  a  little  while  and  crow. 
And  when  you  throw  the  fttocking* 
After  the  bride  and  bridegroom's  bedded  5 
*f        The  bride  encouraged  by  that  paufe, 
Yields  to  the  laws 
And  is  beheaded. 
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A    LYRIC    EPISTLE, 

TO  THE  GROWN   GENTLEMEN,  THE  STUDENTS  OF 
DIVINITY  IN   COLLEGE,    OXFORD, 

BY  TRISTRAM  SHANDY,    GENT. 

Experientia  docet. 

/GENTLEMEN,  I  am  your  friend  and  advifer, 

As  a  proof  of  which  I  fend  you  this  letter, 
To  make  you  all  wiier, 

Andintheend,  perhaps,  a  good  living  the  better. 
As  you  are  defign'd 
For  the  fen  ice  of  the  church, 

I'll  tell  you  my  mind : 
I  would  not  have  you  enter 
Into  orders  at  a  venture, 
Left  in  a  twenty  pound  curacy  you  fbould  be  left 
in  the  lurch, 

You 
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You  think,  perhaps,  by  ftudying  divinity, 
And  acquiring  a  little  claflical  latinity, 
By  being  grave  and  fober, 
And  not  drinking  too  much  wine  and 
October, 
That  you  may  rife  in  time  to  the  mitre ; 
You  may  as  well  fuppofe, 
Even  tho'  it  ftinks  in  your  nofe, 
That  a  dirty  fhirt  at  college 
Worn  a  week,  in  purfuitof  ufelefs  knowledge, 
May  by  Saturday  night  be  grown  whiter. 
But  as  the  dirt 
Wears  not  off  the  fhirt ; 
So  I'll  tell  you  what : 
Let  not  any  one  be  fo  queer 
An  engineer 

As  to  think  of  making  his  advances 
By  fuch  fancies : 
For  that  is  not, 
Whatever  the  novice  believes, 
The  way  to  get  his  arms  into  a  pair  of  lawn  fleeves, 
I  know  my  trade, 
Which  tho'  it  be  made 
By  fome  a  mighty  ferious  occupation, 
I  have  found  that  to  laugh 
Is  better  by  half, 
And  more  likely  to  get  a  prefentation. 
'Tis  all  a  mere  hum 
To  ftand  preaching  hum-drum, 

And 
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And  telling  old  tales  of  repentance; 
You  had  better  burlefque 
Both  pulpit  and  defk, 

And  turn  up  your  female  acquaintance. 
I  do  not  mean  in  the  way  of  carnality  : 
That  would  ill  agree  with  a  parfon's  formality; 
But  in  the  way  of  fcience, 
That's  privileg'd  to  fet  all  decorum  at  defiance. 

Thus  to  make  your  devotion 

A fufl:  your  promotion, 

Your  way  is,  with  lufcious  romances 

To  tickle  your  patron's  fancies ; 

To  whom  you  will  never  do  well 

To  talk  about  heaven  or  hell ; 

Unlefs  in  the  way  of  digreflion, 

To  vary  the  turn  of  expreflion. 
There's  ne'er  a  lord  or  'fquire, 

Tho'  fenfelefs  as  king  Log, 

When  once  fet  agog 

After  a  mifs  Tawdry ? 

By  the  help  of  your  bawdry, 
But  will  give  you  as  good  a  living  as  you  can  defire. 

And  thus  a  prebendary, 

By  one  bold  vagary, 

Tho'  as  I  was  a  faying, 

He  would  never  get  any  thing  by  praying, 
May  fometimes  a  fortune  acquire ; 

Believe  me. — Experto 

Crede  Roberto. 
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Do  you  think  it  hard  to  get 

A  fufncient  flock  of  wit, 
And  due  portion  of  learning  or  fun? 

Lord  !  be  your  tale  as  dull 

As  e'er  enter'd  barren  fkull, 

Mix  it  well  with  that  fame < 

(I  mean  ***  *  without  a  name) 

In  one  page  a  fquint, 

In  the  next  a  broad  hint, 
And,  the  world  to  a  nut-fhell,  'twill  run. 
Indeed,  as  to  the  fubjecT:  matter, 
Of  that  you  muil  learn  the  fcientific  fmatter ; 

And,  if  you're  to  feek, 
Confult — do  you  fee— 

The  Venus  phyfique 
Of  the  fage  Maupertuis ; 
Or  rather, 
What  my  father, 
Or,  more  precifely,  my  uncle  and  he 
Determined  about  the  Jiomunculi, 
With  which  the  young  ladies  are  inflated, 
When  they  are  nrft  matriculated. 
But  as  precept  is  enforc'd  by  example, 
I  (hall  here  give  you  a  little  fample. 
When  you  treat  of  thofe  conflicts  to  be  dreaded,, 
Wherein  the  maidens  are  beheaded  ; 

Begin  by  advancing  the  notion, 
(That  is  in  your  prolegomena) 
That  all  natural  phenomena 

Are  theeffccr  pf  matter  and  motion, 

J* 
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So  that  the  blow 
May  be  either  or  flow. 
If  fo  be  that  the  momentum 
Of  the  rentum  fkentum 
Be  in  both  cafes  equal ; 
And  that  the  attraction  and  repulfion 
Occafion  the  fame  revulfion, 

When  the  like  is  the  fequel. 
Or  thus ;  by  the  doctrine  of  propagation, 
As  ill  unrated  by  electrification, 
When  by  means  even  of  a  bit  of  wire, 
Two  bodies  are  fet  on  fire  ; 
Say  when,  by  virtue  of  due  conftriction, 
The  tubes  are  right  in  friction, 

Propria  quae  maribus  ; 
If  the  vibrations  be  but  ftrong, 
Whether  they  be  fhort  or  long, 

Caeteris  paribus, 
The  effect  is  the  fame, 
To  light  up  a  mutual  flame. 
A  learned  fmattering 
Thus  fetting  you  once  chattering, 
You  run  readily  into  a  (Hie, 
And  at  critics  may  venture  to  fmile, 
For  what  need  there  any  (kill 
To  fay  whate'er  one  will, 
Or  to  write  even  the  fon  of  Ariftarchus  dead  ? 
When  allowed  by  profeffion 
Full  power  of  digreffion, 
And  to  fet  down  whate'er  comes  into  one's  head. 
N  It 
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It  may  be  done  with  as  much  eafe 
As  a  blackbird  whittles, 
Or  as  I  write  fuch  epiftles 
As  thefe. 

Tristram  Shandy, 
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